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IDYLLS OF THE KING 

DEDICATION 


These to His Memory — since he held 
them dear, 

Pei chance as finding there tmconsciously 
Some image of himself— -I dedicate, 

I dedicate, I consecrate with tears — 
These Idylls 

And indeed He seems to me 
Scarce other than my king’s ideal knight, 
‘Who leveienced his conscience as his 
king , 

Whose glory was, recliessing human wrong , 
Who spake no slander, no, noi listen’d 
to it. 

Who loved one only and who clave to her — ’ 
Her — o\er all whose lealms to their last 
isle. 

Commingled with the gloom of imminent 
wai, 

The shadow of His loss drew like eclipse. 
Darkening the world We have lost 
him he is gone 

We know him now all narrow jealousies 
Aie silent , and we see him as he moved, 
How modest, kindly, all accomplish’d, 
wise, 

With what sublime repression of himself, 
And m what limits, and how tendeily , 
Not swaying to this faction oi to that , 
Not making his high place the lawless 
peich 

Of wing’d ambitions, nor a vantage ground 
For pleasure , hut thio’ all this tract of 
}ears 

Weanng the white flower of a blameless 
life, 


Before a thousand peering littlenesses, 

In that fierce light which beats upon a 
throne, 

And blackens every blot for wheie is he, 
Who dares foreshadow foi an only son 
A lovelier life, a more unstain’d, than his^ 
Or how should England dieammg of lni> 
sons 

Hope more foi these than some inheritance 
Of such a life, a heart, a mind as thine, 
Thou noble Fathei of her Kings to be, 
Laborious for liei people and her poor — 
Voice m the rich dawn of an ampler day — 
Far-sighted summoner of Wai and Waste 
To fiuitful strifes and rivalries of peace — 
Sweet nature gilded by the gracious gleam 
Of letters, dear to Science, clear to Ait, 
Dear to thy land and ours, a Prince indeed, 
Beyond all titles, and a household name, 
Hereafter, thro’ all times, Albeit the Good 

Break not, O woman’s heart, but still 
enduie , 

Break not, for thou art Royal, but enduie, 
Remembering all the beauty of that stai 
Which shone so close beside Thee that 
ye made 

One light together, but has past and leaves 
The Crown a lonely splendour 

May all love, 

His love, unseen but felt, o’ei shadow Thee, 
The lo\e of all Thy sons encompass Thee, 
Theloveof all Thy daughters cheiish Thee, 
The love of all Thy people comfort Thee, 

I Till Go^s love set Thee at his side again ’ 
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THE COMING OF ARTHUR 


LEODOGR4.N, the King of Cameliard, 
Had one fan daughter, and none other 
child , 

And she was fairest of all flesh on eaitn, 
Guiner ere, and in her his one delight 

For many a petty king ere Arthur came 
Ruled in this isle, and ever wmging wai 
Each upon other, wasted all the land , 
And still from time to time the heathen 
host 

Swarm’d overseas, and hairied what was 
left 

And so there giew great tracts of wilder 
ness, 

Wherein the beast was e\ei more and 
more, 

But man was less and less, till Arduu 
came 

For first Auielius Ined and fought and 
died, 

And aftei him King Uther fought and died", 
But eithei fail d to make the kingdo n 
one 

And after these King Aithui for a space, 
And thio’ the puissance of his Table 
Round, 

Drew all then petty princedoms under 
him, 

Their king and head, and made a realm, 
and reign’d 

And thus the land of Camel' aid was 
%v aste, 

Thick with wet woods, and many a beast 
therein, 

And none or few to scaie oi chase the 
beast , 

So that wild dog, and w olf and boai and 
bear 

Came night and da}, and rooted m the 
fields, 

And w^allow’d m the gardens of the King 
And ever and anon the w olf w ould steal 
Tne children and de\our, but now and 
then, 

Her own brood lost oi dead, lent her 
fieice teat 


To human sucklings , and the childien, 
housed 

In hei foul den, there at then meat would 
growl, 

And mock their foster mother on four feet, 
Till, straighten’d, they giew" up to woU 
like men, 

Worse than the wolves And King 
Leodogran 

Groan’d for the Roman legions here again, 
And Csesai’s eagle then his brother king, 
Urien, assail’d him last a heathen horde, 
Reddening the sun with smoke and eaith 
with blood, 

And on the spil e that split the mother’s 
heait 

Spitting the child, brake on him, till, 
amazed, 

He knew not whither he should turn foi 
aid 

But — for he heaid of Aithui newly 

Clown’d, 

Tno’ not without an upioai maae by those 
ho cued, ‘ He xs not Uthei’s son ’ — the 
King 

Sent to him, saying, ‘ Arise, and help us 
thou ' 

For heie between the man and beast w^e 
die ’ 

And Aithui }el had done no deed of 
arms, 

But heard the call, and came and 
Guineveie 

Stood by the castle walls to w^atch him 
p-ss, 

But since he neither woie on helm oi 
shield 

The golden s}'mbol of his kinglihood. 

But rode a simple knight among his 
knights, 

And man}^ of these in iichei arms than he, 
She saw him not, oi mark’d not, if she 
saw". 

One among many, tho’ his lace was baie 
But Arthui, looking downward as he past, 
Felt the light of her eyes into his life 
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Smite on the sudden, yet lode on, and 
pitch’d 

His tents beside the foiest Then he 
dia've 

The heathen , aftei, slew the beast, and 
fell’d 

The forest, letting m the sun, and made 
Bioad pathwa}s foi the hunter and the 
hnight 

And so letuin’d 

For while he Imgei’d theie, 
A doubt that e\ei smouldei’d in the heaits 
Of those gieat Loids and Baions of his 
lealm 

Flash’d foith and into war foi most of 
these, 

Colleaguing with a scoie of petty kings, 
Made head against him, ciying, ‘AVho 
IS he 

That he should lule us ^ who hath pi oven 
him 

King Ulhei’s son'?‘ foi lo ’ w^e look at him, 
And find noi face nor bearing, limbs noi 
aoice, 

Ai e like to those of U ther whom w e knew 
Tins is the son of Goilois, not the King, 
This IS the son of Anton, not the King ’ 

And \rthui 5 passing thence to battle, 
felt 

Tiaaail, and thioes and agonies of the life, 
Desiung to be join d with Guineveie , 
And thinking as he rode, Hlei fathei said 
That there between the man 'ind beast 
they die 

Shall I not lift her fiom this land of beasts 
Up to my thione, and side by side with 
me ^ 

AVhat happiness to reign a lonely king, 
Ve\t — 0 }e stais that shuddei ovei me, 

0 eaith that soundest hollow undei me, 
Ve\t with waste dieams^ foi saving I be 

join’d 

To her that is the fanest under heaven, 

1 seem as nothing in the mighty wmild. 
And cannot will my will, nor work my 

w ork 

\\ holly, noi make ni} self m mine own 
lealm 


Victoi and lord But weie I join’d wtth 
her. 

Then might we live togethei as one life. 
And reigning wuth one will in everything 
Flave powei on this dark land to lighten 
It, 

And pov^ei on this dead world to make 
It live ’ 

Thereaftei — as he speaks who tells the 
tale — 

When Arthui reach’d a field of- battle 
bright 

With pitch’d pavilions of his foe, the 
woild 

Was all so cleai about him, that he saw 
The smallest lock fai on the faintest hill, 
And ev en in high day the moining stai 
So when the King had set his banner 
bioad, 

At once fiom eithei side, with tiumpet- 
blast, 

And shouts, and clarions shi filing unto 
blood, 

The long lanced battle let their horses 
lun 

And now the Baions and the kings pie 
V ail’d, 

And now the King, as heie and thcie 
that w ai 

Went swaying , but the Powei s who walk 
the woild 

Made lightnings and gicat thunders over 
him, 

And dazed all ejes, till Arthur by mam 
might, 

And mightiei of his hands wuth every 
blow, 

And leading all his knighthood thiew the 
kings 

Caiados, Uiien, Ciadlemont of Wales, 
Claudias, and Claiiance of Noithumber 
land. 

The King Biandagoias of Latangoi, 

With Anguisant of Erin, Morganoie, 

And Lot of Orkney Then, before a voice 
As dieadful as the shout of one wdio sees 
To one who sms, and deems himself alone 
And all the woild asleep, they swerved 
md biake 
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Flying, and Aithiir call’d to staj the 
brands 

That hack’d among the flyeis, ‘ Ho ’ they 
}ield 

So like a painted battle the wai stood 
Silenced, the h\ mg quiet as the dead, 
And in the heait of Arthur joy \\as loid 
He laugh’d upon his w anior u horn he lo\ cd 
And honour’d most ‘Thou dost not 
doubt me King, 

So well thine aim hath \\i ought foi me 
to da} ’ 

‘ Sir and liege,’ he ciied, ‘ the file of 
God 

Descends upon thee m the battle field 
I know thee foi my King ’ ' heieat the 
two, 

For each had waided eithei in the fight, 
Swaie on the field of death a deathles^s 
lo\e 

And Aithiii said, ‘ hlan s word is God in 
man 

Let chance what will, I trust thee to the 
death ’ 

Then quickly fiom the foughten field 
he sent 

Ulfius, and Biastias, and Bedi\eie, 

His new made knights, to King Leodo 
gian, 

Saying, ‘If I in aught ha\e sened thee 
well, 

One me thy daughter Guine\ere to wife ’ 

AVhom when he heard, Leodogian in 
heait 

Debating — ‘ How should I that nn a 
king, 

Howe\ci much he holp me at my need, 
Gne my one daughter sa\ing to a king. 
And a king’s son ^ ’ — lifted his a oice, ana 
call’d 

A hoai} man, his chauibeilain, to whom 
He trusted all things, and of him lequned 
His counsel ‘ Know^est thou aught of 
Arthur’s birth 

Then spake the hoaiy chambeilain and 
said, 

‘ Sii King, there be but two old men that 
know 


A.nd each is tw ice as old as T , and one 
Is Meihn, the w’se man that e\ci ser\ed 
King Lthei thio his magic ait , and one 
Is Merlin’s m-^stei (so the} call him) Ble} s, 
Vv ho taught him magic , but the scholai 
lan 

Bek)ie the master, and so far, that Ble}s 
Laid magic by, and sat him down, and 
wiotc 

All things and whatsoe\ei hlerlin did 
In one gieat annal book, wbeie after yeais 
M ill leun the secret of oui xVithiu’s biitb ’ 

To whom the King Leodogran leplied, 

‘ O fiiend, had I been holpen half as well 
B} thib King Arthur as by thee to day, 
ihen beast and m-^n had had then shaie 
of me 

But SI mmon he c before us yet once moie 
Uifius, and Biastias, and Btdiveie’ 

Then, when they came before him, the 
King said, 

‘ I ha\ e slcii die cuckoo chased by lesser 
fowl, 

Vnd 1C'' son in the chase but wherefore 
now 

Do these youi loxds stii up the heat of 
wai, 

Some calling Aithur boin of Gorlois, 
Otheis of Anton ^ Tell me, ye your 
seh es, 

Hold} c this Arthur for King Uthci’s son 

And Ulfius and Biastias answer’d, ‘Ay ’ 
Then Bedueie, the first of all his knights 
Knighted by Arthur at his ciowmmg, 
epake — 

For bold iii heart and act and word was 
he, 

Whene\ei slander breathed against the 
King— 

‘ Sir, there be many rumouis on this 
herd 

For there be those who hate hun in their 
hearts, 

Call him baseboin, and since his ways aic 
sweet, 

And theirs are bcsdal, hold him less than 
man 
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And tlieie be those who deem him moie 
than man, 

And dream he diopt fiom hea\en but 
my belief 

In all thib matter — so ye care to leain — 
Su, for ye know that in King Utliei’s 
time 

The pimce and waiiior Goilois, he that 
held 

Tintagil c istle by the Cornish sea, 
"\Vasi\eddedwitha\Mnsome wife, Ygerne 
And daughters had she borne lum, — one 
whereof, 

Lot’s wife, the Queen of Orkney, Bclh 
cent, 

Hath e\er like a loyal sistei cleaved 
To Aithiu, — but a son she hid not boint 
And Uthei cast upon her c}cs of lo\c 
But she, a stainless wife to Goilois, 

So loathed the bnght dishonoui of his 
love, 

That Goiloisand King Uthci went towai 
And oiertbiown was Goilois and slain 
Then Uthei in hiswiath and heat besieged 
Ygeine wntlnn Tintagil, whtic hei men, 
Seeing the mighty swaim about then 
walls, 

Left her and fled, and Uther entei d in, 
And there w’as none to call to but himself 
So, compass’d b} the power of the King, 
Enforced she \vas to wed him in hci tens, 
And with a shameful swiftness aftei- 
waid, 

JSfot many moons, King Uthei died him 
self, 

hloaning and wailing foi an lien to lule 
Aftei him, lest the icalm should go to 
w'rack 

And that same night, the night of the new 
yeai, 

By leason of the bitterness and giief 
That vext his inothci, all befoie his time 
Was Aithur born, and all as soon as born 
Deliver’d at a seciet postein gate 
To Meilin, to be h olden far apait 
Until his houi should come , because the 
loids 

Of that fierce day w eie as the loids of this, 
Wild beasts, and suiel/ would have tom 
the child 


Piecemeal among them, had they knovfn , 
for each * 

But sought to lule for his owm self and 
hand, 

And many hated Uthei for the sake 
Of Goilois Y heiefoie hleilin took the 
child, 

And gave him to Sii Anton, an old knight 
And ancient fnend of Uthei , and his wife 
Nursed the }oimg pimce, and rear’d him 
with hei own , 

And no man knew And evei since the 
loids 

Have foughten like wild beasts among 
tliemsch es, 

So that the lealm has gone to wiack 
but now, 

This }cai, when hleilin (foi hio houi had 
come) 

Brought Ai thill foith, and set him ni the 
hall, 

Proclaiming, Heie is Uther ’s heir, youi 

Iving, ’ 

A bundled ^ oices cued, ‘ Aw a} with him ’ 
No king of ouis ’ son of Goilois he, 

Or else the child of Anton, and no king, 
Oi else Inseboin ” Yet Meihii thio’ his 
ciaft, 

And while the people clamoiu’d foi a king, 
Had Aithiu eiowud, but aftei, the <aext 
louls 

Banded, ind so bi ike out in open wii ’ 

Then while the King debated v,ith 
himself 

If Aithur weie the child of diimefulness, 
Oi boin the son of Goilois, aftei death, 
Oi Uthei’s son, and born before hi 3 
time, 

Or whethei theie wcie tiuth m an} thing 
Said by these thiee, tncic came to Came 
haiel, 

With Gawam and }oung Modied, hei two 
sons, 

I ot’s wife, the Queen of Oil ney, Belli 
cent , 

Ydiom as he could, not as he would, the 
King 

Made feast foi, sa}ang, as tlmy sat it 
n;ieat, 
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doubtful thione i? ice on summer 
seas 

Ye come fiom Arthiu’s couit Victor hib 
men 

Report him ’ Yea, but ye — thinR ye this 
king— 

So many those that hate him, and so 
stiong, 

So few his knights, howe\er biave they 
be — 

Hath body enow to hold his focmen 
down 

‘0 King,’ sheened, ‘and I will tell 
thee few, 

Few, but all bra\e, all of one mind with 
him , 

For I was neai him when the savage j^ells 
Of Uther’s peerage died, and Aithiii sat 
Clown’d on the dais, and his wan ois 
cued, 

“ Ce thou the king, and we will woik thy 
will 

Who love thee ” Then the King in low 
deep tones, 

And simple words of gieat authoiity, 
Round them by so stiait \ows to his own 
self, 

That when they rose, knighted fiom 
kneeling, some 

Were pale as at the passing of a ghost, 
Some flush’d, and otheis da/cd, as one 
who wakes 

Half blinded at the coming of a light 

‘But when he spake and cheer’d his 
Table Round 

With hige divine and comfoi table woids 
Be}ond ni} tongue to tell thee — I beheld 
Fiom eye to e}e tin o’ all then Ordci flash 
A momentaiy likeness of the King 
And eie it left then faces, thro’ the cioss 
And those around it and the Ciucilicd, 
Down fiom the casement o\ei Ailhui, 
smote 

Flame coloiii, \eit and azuie, in tliiec 
lays, 

One falling upon each of tliice fan queens, 
Who stood ill Silence neai Ins thione, the 
fi lends 

o 
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Of Aithiir, gazing on him, tall, withhiiglit 
Sweet Dees, who will help him at his 
need 

‘And theie I saw mage Meilin, whose 
vast wit 

And bundled wmteis are but as the hands 
Of loyal vassals toiling foi their liege 

‘ And neai him stood the Lady of the 
Lake, 

Who knows a subtler magic than hib 
own — 

Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonder 
fill 

She gave the King his huge cioss hilted 
swoid, 

Wdieieby to diive the heathen out a mist 
Of incense cuil’d about hci, and hei face 
Wellnigh was hidden in the mmslei 
gloom , 

Bui theie was heard among the holy 
h) mns 

A voice as of the watcis, foi she dw^ells 
Dowm in a deep, calm, whalsoei er stoinis 
INIay shake the woild, and when tlic 
suifice lolls, 

Huh powei to walk the waleis like oui 
Loid 

‘ Theie likewise I beheld Excahbur 
Bcfoie him it his ciownmg home, the 
swoid 

That lose fiona out the bosom of the lake, 
And Aithur low’d acioss and look it — rich 
W ith jewels, elfin Unm, on the hill, 
Bewildcnng heait and eje — the blade so 
blight 

That men an blinded by it — on one side, 
Oia\en in the oldest tongue of ill ibis 
woild, 

“ like me ” but tuin the blade and y^ 
shall see, 

And wiitten in the speech >e sp^ ik }our 
self, 

“ C ist me aw ly ’ ” And s ■’ d w as >!\i thur’s 
face 

1 iking it, but (^Id i\L ilin rounstU’d him, 
“ lake Uiou iiid btiike ' the time to cisl 
aiv ly 

V 2 
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Is yet fii-off ” So this gieat bund the 
king 

Took, -ind by this will beat his foemen 
down ’ 

Thereat Leodogian icjoiced, but 
thought 

To sift his doubtings to the last, and ask d, 
Fixing full eyes of question on hei face, 

‘ The swallow and the Sv\ift are neai akin. 
But thou ai t closti to this noble prince, I 
Being his own deal sifter and she said, 

‘ Daughter of Goilois and Ygcme am I | 
‘And theiefoie Aithur’s sistei ?’ ask d 
the King 

She answer’d, ‘These be seciet things,’ 
and sign’d 

To those two sons to pass and let them be 
And Gawain went, and breaking into song 
bpiang out, and follow’d by his flying haii 
Ran like a colt, and leapt at all he saw 
But Modied laid his eai beside thedoois, 
And there half hcaid , the same that 
afteiward 

Struck for the throne, and stuking found 
his doom 

And then the Queen made answer 
‘ What know I ^ 

For dark my mothei was m eyes and ban. 
And daik in Iran and c>es am I , and daik 
Was Goilois, yea and daik w^as Uthei too, 
Wellnigh to blackness , but this King is 
fail 

Beyond the lace of Eiitons and of men 
Moreo\ei, always in my mind I hcai 
A cry from out the dawning of my lift, 

A mothei weeping, and I hear hei sa>, 

“ O that ye had some bi other, pretty one, 
To guard thee on the lOugh ways of the 
world ” ’ 

‘Ay,’ said the King, ‘and heai ye 
such a ciy ? 

But when did Aithui chance upon thee 
firsts’ 

‘O King ’’ she cried, ‘and I will tell 
thee tiue 

He found me first when yet a little maid , 
Beaten I had been foi a little fault 


Wliereof I w as not guilty , and out I fan 
And flung myself down on a bank of 
heath. 

And hated this fair world and all theicin, 
And w^ept, and wish’d that I w^ere dead ’ 
and he — 

I know not whether of himself he came, 
Oi bi ought by jMeihn, who, they sa}, 
can w alk 

Unseen at pleasuie — he was at my side 
And spake sweet words, and comforted 
my heart, 

And diied my teais, being a child w itli me 
And many a time ho came, iiid cvcimoie 
As I gicw gi eater giew with me, and sad 
-.Vt times he sCwin’d, and sad with him 
v\ as I, 

Sfein too at times, and then I loved him 
not, 

But sweet again, and then I loved him 
well 

And now of late I see him less and Ic^s, 
But those fust days had golden hours foi 
me. 

For then I study thought he would be 
king 

‘ But let me tell thee now another tale 
Foi Bie}s, oui hleilm’s mastei, as they 

Died but of late, and sent his ciy to me, 
To heai him speak bdoie he lett his life' 
Shi link like a fauy changeling lay the 
mage , 

And when I enter’d told me that himself 
And Meilm evei scived about the King, 
Uthei, befoie he died , and on the night 
When Uthei m Tmtagil past away 
Moaning and wailmg for an heir, the two 
Left the still King, and passing foith to 
breathe, 

Then fiom the castle gatew^ay by the 
chasm 

Descending thro’ the dismal nighi—a 
night 

In which the bounds of heaven and eaith 
were lost — 

Beheld, so high upon the dieaiy deep-. 

It seem’d in heaven, a ship, the shape 
thereof 
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dragon wing’d, and all from stem to 
stern 

Bright with a shining people on the decks, 
And gone as soon as seen. And then 
the two 

Dropt to the cove, and watch’d , the great 
sea" fall, 

Wave after wave, each mightier than the 
last, 

Till last, a ninth one, gathering half the 
deep 

And full of voices, slowly rose and plunged 
Roaring, and all the wave was in a flame : 
And down the wave and in the flame was 
borne 

A naked babe, and rode to Merlin’s feet. 
Who stoopt and caught the babe, and 
cried ‘‘ The King ! 

Here is an heir for UtherJ” And the 
fringe 

Of that great breaker, sweeping up the 
strand, 

Lash’d at the wizard as he spake the word, 
And all at once all round him rose in fire, 
So that the child and he were clothed in fire. 
And presently thereafter follow’d calm, 
Free sky and stars: “And this same 
child,” he said, 

“ Is he who reigns ; nor could I part in 
peace 

Till this W'ere told.” And saying this the 
seer 

Went thro’ the strait and dreadful pass of 
death, 

Not ever to be question’d any more 
Save on the further side ; but when I met 
^Merlin, and ask’d him if these things were 
tmth — 

The shining dragon and the naked child 
Descending in the glory of the seas — 

He laugh’d as is his w^ont, and answer’d me 
In riddling triplets of old time, and said: 

^ “ Rain, rain, and sun ! a rainbow in 
the sky ! 

A young man will be wiser by and by ; 
An old man’s wit may wander ere he die. 

Rain, rain, and sun ! a rainbow on the 
lea ! 

And truth is this to me, and thq| to thee ; 


And truth or clothed or naked let it be. 

Rain, sun, and rain ! and the free 
blossom blow^s : 

Sun, rain, and sun ! and where is he 
who knows ? 

From the great deep to the great deep he 
goes.” 

‘ So Merlin riddling anger’d me | but 
thou 

Fear not to give this King thine only child, 
.Guinevere : so gi*eat bards of him will sing 
Hereafter ; and dark sayings from of old 
Ranging and ringing thro’ the minds of 
men. 

And echo’d by old folk beside their fires 
For comfort after their wage-w^ork is done, 
Speak of the King ; and Merlin in our 
time 

Hath spoken also, not in jest, and sworn 
Tho’ men may wound him that he will 
not die. 

But pass, again to come ; and then or now 
Utterly smite the heathen underfoot, 

Till these and all men hail him for their 
king.’ 

She spake and KingLeodogran rejoiced, 
But musing ‘ Shall I answer yea or nay ? ’ 
Doubted, and drowsed, nodded and slept, 
and saw, 

Dreaming, a slope of land that ever grew, 
Field after field, up to a height, the peak 
Haze - hidden, and thereon a phantom 
-king, 

Now looming, and now lost ; and on the 
slope 

The sword rose, the hind fell, the herd 
was driven, 

Fire glimpsed ; and all the land from 
roof and rick, 

In drifts of smoke before a rolling wind, 
Stream’d to the peak, and mingled with 
the haze 

And made it thicker ; while the phantom 
king 

Sent out at times a voice ; and here or there 
Stood one who pointed toward the voice, 
the rest 

Slew on and burnt, crying, ^ No king of 
ours, 
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No son of Utlier, niid no king of ouis , ’ 
Till with a wink Ins dieam was changed, 
the haze 

Descended, and the solid eaitli became 
As nothing, but the King stood out in 
heaven, 

Clown’d And Leodogian awoke, and 
sent 

Ulfiiis, and Brastias and Bedneie, 

Back to the court of Ai thin answeiing yea 

Then Aithur charged his waiiior whom 
he loved 

And honour’d most, Sn Lancelot, to iide 
forth 

And bring the Queen , — and n atch’d him 
fiom the gates 

And Lancelot past away among the 
flowers, 

(For then was latter Apiil) and letiun’d 
Among the floweis, m May, with Gumc- 
veie 

To whom arrived, by Dubiic the high 
saint, 

Chief of the church m Biitain, and bcfoie 
The stateliest of hei altai shiines, the 
King 

That mom was maiiied, while m stainless 
w hite, 

The fair beginneis of a nobler time, 

And gloiying in then vows and him, Ins 
knights 

Stood round him, and rejoicing in his joy 
Far shone the fields of May tin o’ open 
door, 

The sacred altar blossom’d white with May, 
The Sun of May descended on then King, 
They gazed on all earth’s beauty in then 
Queen, 

Roll’d incense, and theie past along the 
hymns 

A voice as of the wateis, while the two 
Sware at the shrine of Chnst a deathless 
love 

And Aithui said, ‘Behold, thy doom is 
mine 

Let chance what will, I love thee to the 
death ’ ’ 

To whom the Queen replied with diooping 
eyes, 


‘ King and m> lord, I love thee to the 
death ’ ’ 

And holy Dubiic spiead his hands and 
spake, 

‘ Reign } e, and li\ e and love, and make 
the woild 

Other, and may thy Queen be one with 
thee, 

And all this Oidci of thy Tabic Round 

Fulfil the boundless purpose of their 
King’’ 

So Dubiic said , but when they left the 
shime 

Gicat Lords fiom Rome befoie the portal 
stood, 

In scornful stillness gazing as they past , 

Ihen while they paced a city all on fiic 

With sun and cloth of gold, the tiaimpcts 
blew , 

And Aithui’s knighthood sang befoic the 
Kmg — 

‘Blow tuimpci, foi the woild is white 
with May , 

Blow' tiumpet, the long night hath roll’d 
away ’ 

Blow thio’ the li\ing woild — “Let the 
King icign ” 

‘ Shall Rome oi lleallien lulc in 
Ai thin’s reilni 

Flash brand and lance, fall battleaxe upon 
helm, 

h ill battle i\e, and flash brand ’ Let the 
King reign 

‘ Stnke foi the King and luc ’ his 
knights have heard 

That God hath told the King a secict 
word 

F ill hattleaxe, and flash brand ’ Let the 
King leigii 

‘Blow tuimpet ’ he will lift us fiom 
the dust 

Blow tiumpet ’ live the stiength and die 
the lust ’ 

Clang battleaxe, and clash biand ’ Let 
tljc King leign 
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‘^‘Strike for the King and die ! and if 
thou diestj 

The King is King, and ever wills the 
highest. 

Clang battleaxe, and clash brand 1 Let 
the King reign. 

‘Blow, for our Sun is mighty in his 
May ! 

Blow, for our Sun is mightier day by day ! 

Clang battleaxe, and clash brand ! Let 
the King reign. 

■ ‘ The King will follow Christ, and we 
the King 

In whom high God hath breathed a secret 
thing. 

Fall battleaxe, and flash brand ! Let the 
Iving reign.’ 

So sang the knighthood, moving to their 
hall. 

There at the banquet those great Lords 
from Rome, 

The slowly-fading mistress of the world. 

Strode in, and claim’d their tribute as of 
yore. 


But Arthur spake, ‘ Behold, for these have 
sworn 

To wage my wars, and worship me their 
King ; 

The old order changeth, yielding place 
to new ; 

And we that fight for our fair father 
Christ, 

Seeing that ye be grown too weak and 
old 

To drive the heathen from your Roman 
wall, 

No tribute will we pay : ’ so those great 
lords 

Drew back in wrath, and Arthur strove 
with Rome. 

And Arthur and his knighthood for a 
space 

Were all one will, and thro’ that strength 
the King 

Drew in the petty princedoms under him, 

Fought, and in twelve great battles over- 
came 

The heathen hordes, and made a realm 
and reign’d. 


THE ROUND TABLE. 


GARETH AND LYNETTE. 

GERAINT AND ENID. 

MERLIN AND VIVIEN. 

LANCELOT AND ELAINE. 

GARETH AND LYNETTE. 

The last tall son of Lot and Belliceiit, 
And tallest, Gareth, in a showerful spring 
Stared at the spate. A slender-shafted 
Pine 

Lost footing, fell, and sowmswliirl’d away. 
‘Flow he went down,’ said Gareth, ‘as 
a false knight 

Or evil king before my lance if lance 
Were mine to use — O senseless cataract, 
Bearing all down in thy precipitancy — 
And yet thou art liut swollen with cold 
snows 

And mine is living blood : thou dost His 

wdll, 


THE HOLY GRAIL. 

PELLEAS AND ETTARRE. 

THE LAST TOURNAMENT. 

GUINEVERE. 

The Maker’s, and not knowest, and I 
that know, 

ITave strength and wit, in my good 
mother’s hall 

Linger wdth vacillating obedience, 

Prison’d, and kept and coax’d and 
whistled to — 

Since the good mother holds me still a 
child ! 

Good mother is bad mother unto me ! 

A worse \vere better ; yet no worse 
would I. 

Ileaveii yield her for it, but in me put 
force 

To weary her ears with one continuous 
prayer, 
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Until slie let me fly discaged to sweep 
In ever highenng eagle-ciicles up 
To the gieat Sun of Gloiy, and thence 
sv oop 

Down upon all things base, and dash 
them dead, 

A knight of Arthui, woikmg out his will, 
To cleanse the woild Why, Gawain, 
when he came 

With Modred hithei m the summeitime, 
Ask’d me to tilt with him, the pro\en 
knight 

Modred for want of worthie was the 
judge 

Then I so shook him in the saddle, he 
said, 

“Thou hast half prevail’d against me,” 
said so — he — i 

Tho’ Modred biting his thin lips was mute, 
For he IS alway sullen what caie I ?’ 

And Gareth went, and hovering round 
her chair 

Ask’d, ‘Mother, tho’ ye count me still 
the child, 

Sweet mother, do j-c love the child 
She laugh’d, 

‘Thou ait but a wild goose lO question 
It ’ 

‘ Then, mothei, an ye lo\e the child,’ he 
said, 

‘ Being a goose and lalhei tame than wild, 
Heal the child’s sloiy ’ ‘Yea, my well- 
beloved, 

An ’twere but of the goose and golden 
eggs ’ 

And Gaieth answei’d hei with kindling 
eyes, 

‘ Nay, nay, good mothei, but this egg of 
mine 

Was finer gold than any goose can lay , 
For this an Eagle, a loyal Eagle, laid 
Almost beyond eye reach, on such a palm 
As glitters gilded m thy Book of Hours 
And there was ever haunting round the 
palm 

A lusty youth, but pool, -who often saw 
The splendour sparkling from aloft, and 
thought 


“ I could climb and lay my hand upon 
It, 

Then weie I wealthiei than a leash of 
kings ” 

But evei when he reach’d a hand to climb, 
One, that had lo\ed him from his child 
hood, caught 

And staj’d him, “ Climb not lest thou 
break thy neck, 

I chaige thee b}- my love,” and so the boy, 
Sweet mothei, neithei clomb, noi brake 
his neck, 

But biakc his very heait m pining foi it, 
And past av^ ly ’ 

To whom the mothei said, 

‘ Tuie love, sweet son, had iisk’d himself 
and climb’d, 

And handed clown the golden ticasuie to 
him ’ 

And Gaieth answei’d hei with kindling 
eyes, 

‘GoleP said I gold^ — ay then, why he, 
01 she, 

Or whosoe’er it was, oi half the woiId 
Had ventured — had the thing I spake of 
been 

hlere gold — but this was ill of that tuie 
steel, 

Whcieof the), foiged the brand Lveilibui, 
And lightnings piq’d about it in tin 
stoun, 

And all the little fowl wcic flunied at it, 
And there wcic cues and clashmgs m the 
nest. 

That sent him fioni his senses lei me go ’ 

Then Bellicent bemoan’d hei self and 
said, 

‘ blast thou no pity upon my loneliness ^ 
Lo, where th) fathei Lot beside the health 
Lies like a log, and all but smouldeiM 
out ’ 

Foi ever since when tiaitor to the King 
He fought against him m the Talon's w xi, 
And Aithm gave him back his teiiitoiy, 
His age hath slowly clioopt, and now lie^ 
theie 

A yet waim coipsc, and vet unburiable. 
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nor knows. 

And both thy brethren are in Arthur’s hall, 
Albeit neither loved with that full love 
I feel for thee, nor worthy such a love : 
Stay therefore thou ; red berries charm 
the bird, 

And thee, mine innocent, the jousts, the 
wars, 

Who never knewest finger-ache, nor pang 
Of wrench d or broken limb — an often 
chance 

In those brain -stunning shocks, and 
tourney-falls. 

Frights to my heart; but stay; follow 
the deer 

By these tall frs and our fast-falling burns ; 
So make thy manhood mightier day by 
day ; 

Sweet is the chase : and I will seek thee 
out 

Some comfortable bride and fair, to grace 
Thy climbing life, and cherish my prone 
year. 

Till falling into Lot’s forgetfulness 
I know not thee, myself, nor anything. 
Stay, my best son ! ye are yet more boy 
than man.’ 

Then Gareth, ‘ An ye hold me yet for 
child, 

Hear yet once more the story of the child. 
For, mother, there was once a King, like 
ours. 

The prince ^ his heir, when tall and 
marriageable, 

Ask’d for a bride ; and thereupon the 
King 

Set two before him. One was fair, 
strong, arm’d — 

Biit^to be won by force — and many men 
Desired her; one, good lack, no man 
desired. 

And these were the conditions of the 
King : 

Fhat save he won the first by force, he 
needs 

Must wecl^ that other, whom no man 
desired, 

A red-faced bride who knewherself so vile, 




That evermore she long’d to hide herself, 

Nor fronted man or woman, eye to eye 

Yea — some she cleaved to, but they di'ed 
of her. 

And one — they call’d her Fame; and 
one, — O Mother, 

How can ye keep me tether’d to you— 
Shame ! 

Man am I grown, a man’s work must I do. 

Follow the deer? follow the Christ, the 
King, 

Live pure, speak true, right wrong, follow 
the King — 

Else, Vv?herefore born?’ 

To whom the mother said, 

Sweet son, for there be many who deem 
him not. 

Or will not deem him, wholly proven 
King— 

Albeit in mine own heart I knew him 
King, 

When I was frequent with him in my 
youth, 

And heard him Kingly speak, and doubted 
him 

No more than he, himself ; but felt him 
mine, 

Of closest kin to me : yet — wilt thou leave 

Thine easeful biding here, and risk tliine 
all. 

Life, limbs, for one that is not proven 
King ? 

Stay, till the cloud that settles round his 
birth 

Hath lifted but a little. Stay, sweet son. ’ 

And Gareth answer’d quickly, ‘Not 
an hour, 

So that ye yield me— I will ivalk thro’ 
fire, 

hlother, to gain it— your full leave to 
go- 

Not proven, who swept the dust of ruin’d 
Rome 

From off the threshold of the realm, and 
crush’d 

The Idolaters, and made the people free ? 

Who should be King save him wlio 
makes us free ? ’ 
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So when the Queen, who long hud 
sought in vam 

To break him fiom the intent to which 
he grew, 

Found her son’s will iinwaveiingly one, 
She answer’d craftily, ‘Will ye walk tin o’ 
file ^ 

Who walks till o’ fire wall liaidly heed the 
smoke 

Ay, go then, an ye must only one proof, 
Befoie thou ask the King to make thee 
knight, 

Of thine obedience and thy love to me, 
Thy mother, — I demand ’ 

And Gareth cued, 
‘A haul one, or a hundred, so I go 
Nay — quick ' the proof to pioio me to 
the quick ’’ 

But slowly spake the mother looking 
at him, 

‘Piince, thou shall go disguised to 
Aithui’s hall. 

And hue thyself to sene foi meats and 
drinks 

Among the scullions and the kitchen- 
kna^ es, 

And those thxt hand the clisli across the 
bar 

Nor shalt thou tell thy name to anyone 
And thou shalt scivc a twelvemonth and 
a day ’ 

For so the Queen believed that when 
her son 

Beheld his only way to gloiy lead 
Low dowm thro’ villain kitchen- vassalage, 
Her own true Gareth was too princely 
proud 

To pass thereby , so should he rest with 
her, 

Closed m her castle fiom the sound of 
arms 

Silent awhile was Gaieth, then replied, 

‘ The thrall m person may be free m soul, 
And I shall see the jousts Thy son am I, 
And since thou ait my motlici, must 
obey 

I theiefoie yield me fieely to thy will , 


Foi hence wall I, disguised, and hire my 
self 

Toseivewith scullions and with kitchen 
knaves , 

Noi tell my name to any — no, not the 
King ’ 

Gaieth awKiIe hngei’d The mothei’s 
eye 

Full of the wistful fear that he would go, 
And tinning tovvaid hun whcresoc’ci he 
turn’d, 

PcrplcU his outw aid pin pose, till an horn , 
A\hai w'lken’d by the wind which with 
full voice 

Sw^pt bellowing thio’the claifincss on to 
diwn, 

He lose, and out of slumber calling Iwo 
lliat still had tended on him fiom his 
bn th, 

Befoie the wakeful mothei heaid him, 
went 

The thicc weie clad like tillcis of the 
soil 

Southw ai d they set then faces The bn ds 
made 

hlelody on blanch, and melody m mid an 
ihc damp hill slopes wcie quicken’d into 
green, 

And tile lue gieeii had kindled into 
flow el s, 

For it wab prst the time of La&Leiday 

So, when their feet w'eie planted on 
the plain 

That broaden’d tow^ard the base of Came- 
lot, 

Fai off they saw the sihei mi,ty mom 
Rolling her smoke about the Royal 
mount, 

That lose between the foiest and the field 
At times the summit of the high city 
flash’d , 

At limes the spues and timets halfway 
clown 

Prick’d thio’ the mist , at times the gicat 
gate shone 

Only, that open’d on the field below 
Anon, tlm whole fail city had disippen’d 
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Then those who went with Gareth were 
amized, 

One crying, ‘ Let us go no further, loid 
Heie IS a city of Enchanteis, built 
By fany ICings ’ The second echo’d him, 

‘ Lord, we ha\ e heard from our wise man 
at home 

To Noithward, that this King is not the 
King, 

But only changeling out of Fairyland, 
Who clra\e the heathen hence by sorcery 
And Meilin’s glamour ’ Then the fiist 
again, 

* Loid, there is no such city anywhere, 
But all a vision ’ 

Gareth answer’d them 
With laughtei, swearing he had glamoiu 
enow 

In his own blood, his princedom, youth 
and hopes. 

To plunge old Merlin in the Arabian sea, 
So push’d them all unwilling toward the 
gale 

And there wns no gate like it under 
hea\ en 

For baiefoot on the keystone, which was 
lined 

And rippled like an ever feeling w^ave, 
The Lady of the Lake stood rll her dress 
Wept from hei sides as water flow ing aw^ay , 
But like the cioss her great and goodly 
arms 

Stretch’d under all the cornice and 
upheld 

And drops of water fell from cither hand , 
And dowm from one a swoicl was hung, 
fiom one 

A censer, either wmrn with wand and 
stoiin , 

And o’ei her breast floated the sacied fish , 
And in the space to left of hci, and light, 
WTre Ailhui ’s wais in wend deeiccs done, 
New things and old co twisted, as if Time 
Weie nothmg, so mvetciately, that men 
WTie giddy gazing there , and o\ei all 
High on the top were those tbiee Queens, 
the fuends 

Of Ai thill, who should help him at his 
need 


Then those wath Gareth for so long a 
space 

Stared at the figures, that at last it seem’d 
The dragon boughts and elvish emblem- 
ings 

Began to move, seethe, twine and curl 
they call’d 

To Gaieth, ‘Lord, the gatew^ay is alive ’ 

And Gaieth likewuse on them fixt his 
eyes 

So long, that ev’n to him they seem’d to 
move 

Out of the city a blast of music peal’d 
Back from the gate started the three, to 
whom 

From out theieundei came an ancient 
man, 

Long-beaided, saying, ‘ Who be ye, my 
sons 

Then Gaieth, ^ We be tillers of the soil, 
Who leaving share in furiow come to see 
Ihe glories of our King but these, my 
men, 

(Your city mo\ed so weirdly in the mist) 
Doubt if the King he King at all, 01 come 
From Fan) land, andwhethci this be built 
By magic, and by fairy Kings and Queens , 
Or whether there be any city at all, 

Or all a \ision and this music now 
Hath scaled them both, but tell thou 
these the truth ’ 

Then that old Seer made answer play- 
ing on him 

And saying, ‘Son, I lu\e seen the good 
ship sail 

Keel upward and mast clowiwvaid m the 
hewens, 

And solid tuiicts topsy tuny m an 
And hcie IS tmth , but an it please thee 
not, 

Take thou the liuth as thou hast told it 
me 

Foi truly is thou sayest, a I'iny King 

nd Faiiy Queens ha\ e built ihe city, sou 
they came fioin out a sicied mount un 
clelt 

Tow aid the suniise, each v lih haip in 
hand, 
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And built It to tbe music of then hnrps 
And as tbou sayest it is enchanted, son, 
Foi there is nothing in it as it seems 
Saving the King, tho’ some theie be that 
hold 

The King a shadow, and the city real 
Yet take thou heed of him, foi, so thou 
pass 

Beneath this aichvay, then wilt thou 
become 

A thiall to his enchantments, for the King 
Will bind thee by such vows, as is a shame 
A man should not be bound by, yet the 
which 

No man can keep , but, so thou dread to 
sweai, 

Pass not beneath this gateway, but abide 
Without, among the cattle of the field 
For an ye heaid a music, like enow 
They are building still, seeing the city is 
built 

To music, therefoie never built at all, 
And theiefore built foi evei ’ 

Gareth spake 

Anger’d, ^ Old Mastei, leveicnce thine 
own beard 

That looks as white as uttei Irath, and 
seems 

Wellmgh as long as thou ait staturcd tall ' 
Why meekest thou the stranger that hath 
been 

1 0 thee fail spoken ^ ’ 

But the Seer leplied, 

‘ Know ye not then the Riddling of the 
Bards ? 

Confusion, and illusion, and relation, 
Elusion, and occasion, and evasion ” 

I mock thee not but as thou mockest me, 
And all that see thee, for thou art not who 
Thou seemest, but I know thee who thou 
art 

And now thou goest up to mock the King, 
Who cannot biook the shadow of any he ’ 

Unmockmgly the mocker ending here 
fLirn’d to the light, and past along the 
plain , 

Whom Gaieth looking aftei said, ‘My 
men, 


Oin one white he sits like a little ghost 
Here on the threshold of our cntei prise 
Let love be blamed foi it, not she, nor I 
Well, we will make amends ’ 

With all good clieci 
He spake and laugh’d, then enteiM with 
his twain 

Camelot, a cit} of sliadow^y palaces 
And statel}, iich in emblem and the work 
Of ancient Lings who did then days in 
stone , 

Which Meilm’s hand, the Mage at 
Aithiu’s couU, 

Knowing all ails, had touch’d, and cr}- 
wheie 

At Aithur’s oidmance, tipt with lessening 
peak 

And pmnacle, and had made it spire to 
hea\ en 

And cvei and anon a knight would pass 
Outwaid, 01 mwaid to the hall his aims 
Clash’d , and the sound w as good to 
Gareth’s en 

And out of bow'ci and casement sh)ly 
glanced 

Eyes of puic women, wholesome stais of 
lore , 

And all about a healthful peo]iIc slept 
As in the piesence of a g* leious king 

Then into hall (jiieth ascending heaul 
A \oice, the voiec of Aithin, and Ijehekl 
Par over he ids m that long vaulted hall 
The splcndoiu of the piesenee of the 
King 

Thioned, and cich'vcung doom — and 
look’d no moie — 

But felt his young heait hammeiingin his 
ears, 

And thought, ‘ Foi tins half shadow of a 
lie 

The tiuthful King will doom me when I 
speak ’ 

Yet pressing on, tho’ all m feai to find 
Sir Gawain or Sii Modred, saw noi one 
Nor othei, but in all the listening c>cs 
Of those tall knights, that langcd about 
the thione, 

Cleai Ipnoui sliming like the dew} si \i 
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Of 'dawrij and faitli in then great King, 
with pure 

Affection, and the light of victoiy, 

And glory gam’d, and evermore to gam 

Then came a widow ciying to the King, 
‘ A boon, Sir King ' Thy fathei, Uther, 
left 

From my dead lord a field with violence 
For howsoe’er at first he proffer’d gold, 
Yet, for the field was pleasant m our eyes. 
We yielded not , and then he reft us of it 
Perfoice, and left us neithei gold noi held ’ 

Said Arthur, ^Wliethei would ye^ 
gold 01 field?’ 

To whom the woman weeping, ‘ Nay, my 
lord. 

The field was pleasant in my husband’s 
eye ’ 

And Aithui, ‘ Have thy pleasant field 
again. 

And thrice the gold foi Uthei’s use 
theieof, 

According to the years No boon is heie, 
But justice, so thy say be pro\en tuie 
Acciused, who fiom the wiongs his father 
did 

Would shape himself a right 

And while she past, 
Came yet anothei widow crying to him, 

‘ A boon, Sii King ’ Thine enemy, King, 
am I 

With thine own hand thou slewesi my 
dear loid, 

jJ. hnight of Uthei in the Baions’ war, 
When Lot and many anothei rose and 
fought 

Against thee, saying thou wert basely 
boin 

I held with these, and loathe to ash thee 
aught 

Yet lo ’ my husband’s biothei had my 
son 

Till ail’d m his castle, and hath staived 
him dead 

And stand eth seized of that inhciitance 
Which thou that slowest the sue hast left 
the son 


So Iho’ I scaice can ash it thee foi hate, 

Grant me some knight to do the battle 
for me, 

Kill the foul thief, and wic k me for my 
son ’ 

Then stiode a good knight forward, 
crying to him, 

‘ A boon, Sii King ’ I am her kinsman, I 

Give me to light her wiong, and slay the 
man ’ 

Then came Sir Kay, the seneschal, and 
cried, 

‘A boon, Sn King ’ ev’n that thou giant 
hei none, 

This railer, that hath mock’d thee in full 
hall— 

None , 01 the wholesome boon of g3,we 
and gag ’ 

But Aithui, ‘ We sit ICing, to help the 
wrong’d 

Thio’ all our realm The woman lo\es 
hei loid 

Peace to thee, w oman, with thy loves and 
hates ’ 

The kings of old had doom’d thee to the 
flames, 

Aurelius Emiys vould have scouiged thee 
dead. 

And Uthei slit thy tongue but get thee 
hence — 

Lest that lough humour of the kings of 
old 

Return upon me ’ Ihou that ait hei km, 

Go likewise , lay him low and slay him 
not, 

But bring him heie, that I may judge the 
right, 

According to the justice of the King 

T hen, be he guilty, by that deathless King 

Who lived and died for men, the man 
shall die ’ 

Then came in hall the mcsscngei of 
Mmk, 

A name of evil savoiii m the land, 

The Coinibh king In cither hind he 
boie 

What dazzled all, and shone fai oft is 
shines 
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A field of chailock m the sudden sun 
Between two showers, a cloth of palest 
gold, 

Which down he laid before the tin one, 
and knelt, > 

Delivering, that his loid, the vassal king, 
Was ev’n upon his way to Camelot , 

Foi ha\ing heard that Aithui of his grace 
Had made his goodly cousin, Tiistiam, 
knight, 

And, for himself was of the gi eater state, 
Being a king, he ti usted his Jiege lord 
Would ;yield him this laigc honour all the 
moie , 

So piay’d him well to accept this cloth of 

gold, 

In token of true heart and fealty 

Then Arthur cried to rend the cloth, to 
lend 

In pieces, and so cast it on the health 
An oak'tree smouldekd theie *The 
goodly knight ’ 

What ’ shall the shield of Maik stand 
among these 

Foi, midway down the side of that long 
hall 

A stately pile, — whereof along the front, 
borne bhzon’d, some but cauen, ind 
some blank, 

Iheie ran a treble range of stony 
shields, — 

Rose, and high aichmg ovei brow’d the 
health 

And undei every shield a knight was 
named 

Foi this was Arthur’s custom in his hall , 
When some good knight had done one 
noble deed. 

Ills arms were caiven only , but if twain 
His arms were bhzon’d also , but if none 
The shield was blank and bare without a 
sign 

Saving the name beneath, and Gaieth 
saw 

The shield of Gawain blazon’d rich and 
bright, 

And Modred’s blank as death, and 
Arthur cued 

To rend the cloth and cast it on the hearth 


Moie like are we to reave him of hn 
crow n 

Than make him knight because men call 
him king 

The kings we found, ye know wc stay’d 
then hands 

Fiom wai among themselves, but left 
them kings , 

Of whom weie any bounteous, meiciful, 
Tiuth speaking, bia\e, good lucis, them 
we enroll’d 

Among us, and they sit within oui hall 
But Mark hath tarnish’d the gieat name 
of king, 

As Maik 'would sully the low state of chiul 
And, seeing he hath sent us cloth of gold, 
Reliiin, and meet, and hold him from 
our ejes, 

Lest wc should lap him up in cloth of lead, 
Silenced for evci — cia\en — a man of 
plots, 

Craft, poisonous counsels, wayside am 
bushings — 

No fault of Ihinc let Kay the seneschal 
Look to thy wants, and send thee satis 
fied — 

Accuised, who stakes noi lets the hand 
be seen ' ’ 

And many anothci suppliant ci}ing 
came 

A\ith noise of ia\age wrought by beast 
and man, 

And cveimoie a knight would ado aw ly 

Last, Gaieth leaning hothhands heauly 
Down on the shoukleis of the twain, h;s 
men, 

Appi cach’d between them tow aid the 
King, and ask’d, 

‘ A boon, Sir King (his \oiee wns all 
ashamed), 

Foi see ye not how weak and hungei worn 
I seem — leaning on these ^ giant me to 
seive 

For meat and dunk among thy kitchen 
knaaes 

A tw^elvemonth and a clay, noi seek my 
name 

Hereaf^ei I will fight ’ 
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To liim the King, 

‘A goodly youth and woith a goodlier 
boon ' 

But so thou \\ lit no goodliei, then must 
Kay, 

The master of the meats and drinks, be 
thine ’ 

He lose and past , then Kay, a man 
of mien 

AVan sallow as the plant that feels itself 
Root bitten by white lichen, 

' Lo ye now ' 

This fellow hath biokenfrom some Abbey, 
wheie, 

God wot, hehadnot beef and brcwis enow, 
IIowe\ei that might chance ' but an he 
woik, 

Like any pigeon will I cram his ciop. 

And sleckei shall he shine than any hog ’ 

Then Lancelot standing neai, ‘ Sir 
Seneschal, 

Sleuth -hound thou knowest, and giay, 
and all the hounds , 

A hoise thou knowest, a man thou dost 
not 1 now 

Bioad blow s and fair, afluent hair and fine, 
High nose, a nostiil laige and fine, and 
hands 

Large, fan and fine ' — Some young lad’s 
mystciy — 

But, orfromshecpcot or king’s hall, the boy 
Is noble natmed Treat him with all 
grace, 

Lest he should come to shame thy judging 
of him ’ 

Then Kay, ‘AYhat murmuiest thou of 
mystciy ^ 

Think ye tins fellow will poison the 
King’s dish? 

Nay, foi he spake too fool like mysteiy ’ 
Tut, an the lad weic nobk, he had ask d 
Foi hoise and aimoiii laii and hue, 
foi sooth ’ 

Sii Fine face, bn Fair -hands? but sec 
thou to It 

That thme own fineness, Lancelot, some 
fine day 

Undo thee not — and lea\ c my nniHo me ’ 


So Gaieth all foi glory underwent 
The sooty } oke of kitchen vassalage , 

Ate with young lads his poition by the 
dooi, 

And couch’d at night with giimy kitchen- 
kna\ es 

And Lancelot evei spake him pleasantly. 
But Kay the seneschal who loved him not 
Would hustle and harry him, and laboui 
him 

Beyond his comrade of the heai th, and set 
To turn the broach, diaw wmter, or hew 
wood, 

Oi grossei tasks , and Gaietli bow’d 
himself 

With all obedience to the King, and 
wi ought 

All kind of ser\ ice with a noble ease 
That giaced the lowliest act in doing it 
And when the thralls had talk among 
themseUes, 

And one would piaise the love that Imkt 
the King 

And Lancelot — how the King had sav ed 
his life 

In battle t\*icc, and Lancelot once the 
King’s — 

Foi Lancelot was the fiist in Toiunament, 
But Arthui mightiest on the battle field — 
Gaieth was glad Oi if some other told, 
Flow once the wandering foicstcr at dawn, 
Fai over the blue lams and hazy seas, 

On Cacr Eiyii’s highe'^t found the King, 
A naked babe, of whom theBiophcl spake, 

‘ Fie passes lo the Isle Avihon, 

He passes and is heal’d and cannot die ’ — 
Gaieth was glad But if then talk were 
foul. 

Then would he whistle rapid as an} lark, 
Oi carol some old loundclay, and so loud 
That hist they mock’d, but, aftei, levci- 
encecl him 

Oi Gaieth telling some piodigious tale 
Of knights, who sliced a icd life bubbling 
way 

1 hio’ twenty folds of twisted dtagon, held 
All in a gap mouth’d circle his good mates 
Lying or sitting lound him, idle hands, 

1 Chaim’d , till Su Kay, the seneschal, 
I w ould come 
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Blustering upon them, like a sudden wind 
Among clend lea\es5 and dri\e them all 
apart 

Oi when the thralls had spoit among 
themselves, 

So theie were any tiial of mastery, 

He, by two yaids m casting bai or stone 
as counted best , and if there chanced 
a joust. 

So that Sir Kay nodded him ka\e to go, 
Would huiry thither, and when he saw 
the knights 

Clash like the coming and letiiing wa\c, 
And the spear spring, and good lioise 
reel, the boy 

Was half beyond himself foi ecstasy 

So for a month he wrought among the 
till alls , 

But m the weeks that follow’d, the good 
Queen, 

Repentant of the woid she made him 
sweai, 

And saddeninginhei childless castle, sent, 
Between the in descent and de descent 
moon, 

Arms for hei son, and loosed him fiom 
his vow 

This, Gareth heaiing from a sqiuie of 
Lot 

With whom he used to play at tourney 
once, 

When both weie childien, and m lonely 
haunts 

Would scratch a ragged oval on the sand, 
And each at either dash from either end — 
Shame nevei made giil leddei than Gareth 
joy 

He laugh’d, he sprang ‘Out of the 
smoke, at once 

I leap from Satan’s foot to Petei’s knee — 
Ihese news be mine, none othei’s — nay, 
the King’s — 

Descend into the city ’ w hereon he sought 
The King alone, and found, and told him 
all 

‘I have staggei’d th> stiong Gawain m 
a tilt 

Foi pastime , yea, he said it joust can I 


Make me thy knight — m secict ’ lef my 
name 

Be hidd’n, and gi\e me the fiist quest, I 
spring 

Like flame fiom ashes ’ 

Heie the King’s calm e}e 
Fell on, and clitck d, and made him flush, 
and bow 

Lowl}, to kiss his hand, who inswei’d 
him, 

‘ Son, the good mothei let me know^ thee 
heic, 

And sent hci w isli that I w ould yield thee 
thine 

Make thee my knight^ my knights aie 
sworn to vows 

Of uttei hardihood, uliei gentleness, 

And, loving, utlei faithfulness in lo\e, 
And uttei most obedience to the King ’ 

Then Gaieth, lightly spungmg fiom 
hiS knees, 

‘ My King, lor haidihooa I can piomise 
thee 

For uttei most obedience make demand 
Of w'hom ye ga\c me to, the Seneschal, 
No mellow mastei of the meals and 
dunks ’ 

And as foi love, God wot, I love not )et, 
But love I shall, God willing ’ 

And the King — 
‘Make thee my kmght m secret? yea, 
but he, 

Oui noblest biotbei, and oui tiuest man, 
And one with me m all, he needs must 
know ’ 

‘Let Lancelot know, my King, let 
Lancelot know, 

Thy noblest and thy tiuest ’’ 

And the King — 
‘But wherefore would ye men sho\ild 
wondei at you ? 

Na>, lathei for the sake of me, then 
King, 

And the deed’s sake my knighthood do 
the deed, 

Than tp be noised oi ’ 
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^ Merrily Gareth ask’d, 

‘Ha\e I not earn’d my cake in baking 
of it ^ 

Let be my name until I make my name ’ 
kly deeds m ill speak it is but foi a day ’ 
So with a kindly hand on Gareth’s aim 
Smiled the great King, and half unwill- 
ingly 

Lovung his lusty youthhood yielded to 
him 

Then, after summoning Lancelot privil)^, 

‘ I have given him the first quest he is 
not pi oven 

Look therefoie when he calls foi this m 
hall, 

Thou get to hoise and follow him faraway 
Covei the lions on thy shield, and see 
t ai as thou mayest, he be noi la en noi 
slain ’ 

Then that same day theie past into Tie 
hall 

A damsel of high lineage, and a blow 
hlay- blossom, and a cheek of apple 
blossom, 

Hawk eyes , and lightly was her slendei 
nose 

Tip tilted like the petal of a flowci , 

She into hall past with liei page and ciicd, 

* O King, foi thou hast driv^en the foe 
without, 

See to the foe within * bridge, ford, beset 
By bandits, eveiyone that owns a towei 
The Lord ibi half a league Why sit ye 
there 

Rest would I not, Sir King, an I weie 
king, 

Till evil the lonest hold weie all as free 
From cuised bloodshed, as thme aHai 
cloth 

Fiom that best blood it is a sin to spill ’ 

‘Comfoit thyself,’ said Aithui, ‘I noi 
mine 

Rest so my knighthood keep the vows 
they swoie, 

The wastest mooiland of oui lealm shall 
be 

Safe, dimscl, as the centie of this hall 
What IS thy name^ thy need?’ 


‘bly name^’ she said — 

‘ Lynette my name , noble , my need, a 
knight 

To combat for my sistei, Lyonois, 

A lady of high lineage, of great lands. 
And comely, yea, and comelier than my 
self 

She lives m Castle Peiilous a iivei 
Runs in thiee loops about hei living 
plnce , 

And o’er it aie three passings, and three 
knights 

Defend the passings, biethien, and a 
fourth 

And of that four the mightiest, holds hei 
stay’d 

In her own castle, and so besieges hei 
1 o bieak hei will, and make her w^ed with 
him 

And but delays his puipoit till thou send 
To do the battle with him, thy chief man 
Sii Lancelot whom he tiusts to oveithiow, 
Then w ed, w ith gloiy but she will not 
w^ed 

Save whom she loveth, oi a holy life 
Now theicfoie have I come foi Lancelot ’ 

Then Aithui mindful ofSii Gaiethask’d, 

‘ Damsel, yc know this Older lives to 
crush 

All wiongei s of the Realm But say, these 
foui, 

Who be they ? What the fashion of the 
mtn ?’ 

‘ They be of foolish fashion, O Sii King, 
The fashion of that old knight eiiantry 
Who ride abioad and do but what they 
will , 

Couiteoub oi bestial fiom the moment, 
such 

As have nor law nor king , and thiee of 
these 

Pioud m then fantasy call themselves the 
Day, 

Morning-Slar, and Noon Sun, and Even 
ing blai, 

Being stiong fools , and nev cr a w hit moic 
wise 

The foiuth, who alway iidetli aim’d in 
black, 
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A huge man-beast of boundless savagery. 

He names himself the Night and oftener 
Death, 

And wears a helmet mounted with a skull, 

And bears a skeleton figured on his arms, 

To show that who may slay or scape the 
three 

Slain by himself shall enter endless night. 

Andall these four befools, but mighty men, 

And therefore am I come for Lancelot.’ 

Hereat Sir Gareth call’d from where he 
rose, 

A head with kindling eyes above the 
throng, 

‘ A boon, Sir King — this quest ! ’ then — 
for he mark’d 

Kay near him groaning like a wounded 
bull— 

‘Yea, King, thou knowest thy kitchen- 
knave am I, 

And mighty thro’ thy meats and drinks 
am I, 

A.nd I can topple over a hundred such. 

Thy promise, King,’ and Arthur glancing 
at him, 

Brought down a momentary brow, 

‘ Rough, sudden, 

And pardonable, worthy to be knight — 

Go therefore,’ and all hearers were amazed. 

But on the damsel’s forehead shame, 
pride, wrath 

Slew the May-wdiite : she lifted either arm, 

‘ Fie on thee, King 1 I ask’d for thy chief 
knight, 

And thou hast given me but a kitchen- 
knave.’ 

Then ere a man in hall could stay her, 
turn’d, 

Fled down the lane of access to the King, 

Took horse, descended the slope street, 
and past 

The weird white gate, and paused without, 
beside 

The field of tourney, murmuring ‘ kitchen- 
knave.’ 

Now two great entries open’d from the 
hall, 

At one end one, that gave upon a range 


Of level pavement where the King would 
pace 

At sunrise, gazing over plain and wood ; 

And down from this a lordly stairway 
sloped 

Till lost in blowing trees and tops of 
towers ; 

And out by this main doorway past the 
King. 

But one was counter to the hearth, and 
rose 

Fligh that the highest-crested helm could 
ride 

Therethro’ nor graze : and by this entry 
lied 

The damsel in her wrath, and on to this 

Sir Gareth strode, and saw without the 
door 

King Arthur’s gift, the worth of half a 
town, 

A warhorse of the best, and near it stood 

The two that out of north had follow’d 
him : 

This bare a maiden shield, a casque ; that 
held 

The horse, the spear ; whereat Sir Gareth 
loosed 

A cloak that dropt from collar-bone to 
heel, 

A cloth of roughest wel), and cast it down, 

And from it like a fiiel-sinother’d lire, 

That lookt half-dead, brake bright, and 
flash’d as those 

Dull -coated things, that making slide 
apart 

Their dusk wing-cases, all beneath there 
burns 

A jewell’d harness, ere they pass and fly. 

So Gareth ere he parted flash’d in arms. 

Then as he donn’d the helm, and took the 
shield 

And movmted horse and graspt a spear, of 
grain 

Storm-strengthen’d on a windy site, and 
tipt 

With trenchant steel, around him slowly 
prest 

The people, while from out of kitchen came 

The thralls in throng, and seeing wdio had 
work’d 
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Lu^ier than any, and whom they could 
but love, 

blounted in aims, threw up then caps and 
cued, 

God bless the King, and all his fellow 
ship ’ ’ 

And on thro’ lanes of shouting Gaietli lode 
Down the slope street, and past without 
the gate 

So Gareth past with joy , but as the ciu 
Plucht fiom the cur he fights with, eie his 
cause 

Be cool’d by fighting, follows, being 
named, 

His ownei, but leinembeis all, andgiowds 
Remembeiing, so Sii Kay beside the door 
iMutter’d in scoin of Gaieth whom he used 
To ha^-ry and hustle 

‘ Bound upon a quest 
With hoise and aims — the King hath past 
his time — 

My scullion hnave ' Tin alls to your w ork 
again, 

For an yoiu fiie be low ye kindle mine ' 
AVill there be dawn in West and eve in 
East? 

Begone ’ — my knave ’ — belike and like 
enow 

Some old head blow not heeded m his 
youth 

So shook his wits they wandei in his 
pi line — 

Ciazcd ' How the villain lifted up his 
\ Dice, 

Koi shamed to bawl himself a kitchen 
knave 

Tut he w as tame and meek enow with 
me, 

Till peacock’d up with Lancelot’s noticing 
Well — I will aftei my loud knave, and 
ham 

Whethci he know me foi his mastei >tt 
Out of the smoke he came, and so my 
lance 

Hold, by God’s giacc, he shall into the 
mil L — 

1 hence, if the King aw akcnfiom his maze, 
Into the smoke again ’ 


But Lancelot said, 

' Kay, wherefore wilt thou go against the 
King, 

For that did never he wheieon >c rail, 
But evei meekly served the King m thee? 
Abide take counsel , for this lad is gieat 
And lusty, and knowing both of lance and 
swoid ’ 

‘Tut, tell not me,’ said Kay, ‘ye are 
overfine 

To mar stout knaves with foolish couite- 
sies ’ 

Then mounted, on thio’ silent faces lode 
Dow n the slope city, and out beyond the 
gate 

But by the field of touiney lingering yet 
Mutter’d the damsel, ‘ Wheiefoie did the 
King 

Scoin me? foi, weie Sir Lancelot lackt, 
at least 

He might have yielded to me one of those 
Who tilt foi lady’s loie and gloiy heie, 
Rathei than — O sweet heaven ' O fie 
upon him — 

His kitchen knave ’ 

To whom Sii Gareth drew 
(And there w^cie none but few goodliei 
than he) 

Shining in arms, ‘Damsel, the quest ismme 
Lead, and I folio w'’ ’ She iheieat, as one 
lhat smells a foul flesh’d agaiic m the 
holt, 

And deems it can ion of some woodland 
thing, 

Oi shiew, 01 weasel, nipt her slender nose 
Whth petulant thumb and finger, shiilling, 
‘ Hence ^ 

Avoid, thou smellest all of kitchen -giease 
x\nd look who comes behind,’ foi there 
was Kay 

‘ Knowest thou not me ? thy mastei ? I 
am Kay 

Wc lack thee by the health ’ 

And Gaieth to him, 
‘ ]\Iastci no moiL ’ too well I know thcc, 

a} — 

The most ungentle knight in Arthir’s 
hall ’ 
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‘ Have at tliee then, ’ said Kay : they 
shocked, and Kay 

Fellslioulder-slipt, and Gareth cried again, 
*Lead, and I follow,’ and fast away she 
fled. 

But after sod and shingle ceased to fly 
Behind her, and the heart of her good horse 
Was nigh to burst with violence of the beat, 
Perforce she stay’d, and overtaken spoke. 

‘What doest thou, scullion, in my 
fellowship ? 

Beem’st thou that I accept thee aught the 
more 

Or love thee better, that by some device 
Full cowardly, or by mere unhappiness, 
Thou hast overthrown and slain thy 
master — thou ! — 

Dish-washer and broach-turner, loon ! — 
to me 

Thou smellest all of kitchen as before.’ 

‘Damsel,’ Sir Gareth answer’d gently, 

‘ say 

Whate’er ye will, but whatsoe’er ye say, 

I leave not till I finish this fair quest, 

Or die therefore.’ 

‘ Ay, wilt thou finish it ? 
Sweet lord, how like a noble knight he 
'talks ! 

The listening rogue hath caught the man- 
ner of it. 

But, knave, anon thou shalt be met with, 
knave, 

And then by such a one that thou for all 
The kitchen brewus that was ever supt 
Shalt not once dare to look him in the 
face.’ 

‘I shall assay,’ said Gareth with a smile 
That madden’d her, and away she flash’d 
again 

Down" the long avenues of a boundless 
wood, 

And Gareth following was againbeknaved. 

‘ Sir Kitchen-knave, I have miss’d the 
only way 

Where Arthur’s men are set along the 
wood; 


The wood is, nigh as full of thieves as 
leaves : 

If both be slain, I am rid of thee ; but yet, 
Sir Scullion, canst thou use that spit of 
thine ? 

Fight, an thou canst ; I have miss’d the 
only w^ay.’ 

So till the dusk that follow’d evensong 
Rode on the tw'o, reviler and reviled ; 
Then after one long slope wms mounted, 
saw, 

Eowl-shaped, thro’ tops of many thousand 
pines 

A gloomy-gladed hollow slowly sink 
To westward — in tlie deeps whereof a 
■mere, 

Round as the red eye of an Eagle-owl, 
Under the half-dead sunset glared ; and 
shouts 

Ascended, and there brake a servingman 
Flying from out of the black w'ood, and 
crying, 

‘They have bound my lord to cast him in 
the mere.’ 

Then Gareth, ‘ Bound am I to right the 
wrong’d, 

But straitlier bound am I to bide witli 
thee.’ 

And wflicn the damsel spake contempt' 
uously, 

‘Lead, and I follow^,’ Gareth cried again, 
‘Follow, I lead!’ so down among the 
pines 

He plunged ; and there, hlackshadow’d 
nigh the mere, 

And mid- thigh-deep in bulrushes and 
I'eed, 

Saw six tall men haling a seventh along, 
A stone about his neck to drown him 
in it. 

Three with good blow's he quieted, but 
three 

Fled thro' the pines ; and Gareth loosed 
the stone 

From off his neck, then in the mere beside 
Tumbled it ; oilily bubbled up the mere. 
Last, Gareth loosed his bonds and on free 
feet 

Sethini, a stalwart 'Baron, Arthur’s friend. 
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‘*Well that ye came, or else these caitiff 
rogues 

Had wreak’d themselves on me ; good 
cause is theirs 

To hate me, for my wont hath ever been 
To catch my thief, and then like vermin 
here 

Drown him, and with a stone about his 
neck ; 

And under this wan water many of them 
Lie rotting, but at night let go the stone, 
And rise, and flickering in a grimly light 
Dance on the mere. Good now, ye have 
saved a life 

Worth somewhat as the cleanser of this 
wood. 

And fain would I reward thee worship- 
fully. 

What guerdon will ye ?’ 

Gareth sharply spake, 
‘None ! for the deed’s sake have I done 
the deed. 

In uttermost obedience to the King. 

But wilt thou yield this damsel harbour- 
age?’ 

Whereat ' the Baron saying, ‘ I well 
believe 

You be of Arthur’s Table,’ a light laugh 
Broke from Lynette, ‘ Ay, truly of a truth. 
And in a sort, being Arthur’s kitchen- 
knave ! — 

But deem not I accept thee aught the 
more, 

Scullion, for running sharply with thy spit 
Down on a rout of craven foresters. 

A thresher with his flail had scatter’d them. 
Nay — for thou smellest of the kitchen 
still. 

But an this lord will yield us harbourage, 
W’’ell.’ 

So she spake. A league beyond the 
wood, 

All in a full-fair manor and a rich, 

His towers where that day a feast had 
been 

Held in high hall, and many a viand left, 
And many a costly cate, received the 
three. 


And there they placed a peacock in his 
piide 

Before the damsel, and the Baron set 
Gareth beside her, but at once she rose, 

‘ Meseems, that here is much dis- 
courtesy, 

Setting this knave, Lord Baron, at my side. 
Hear me — this morn I stood in Arthur’s 
hall, 

And pray’d the King would grant me 
Lancelot 

To fight the brotherhood of Day and 
Night — 

The last a monster imsubduable 
Of any save of him for whom I call’d — 
Suddenly bawls this frontless kitchen- 
knave, 

“ The quest is mine ; thy kitchen-knave 
am I, 

And mighty thro’ thy meats and drinks 
am I.” 

Then Arthur all at once gone mad replies, 
“ Go therefore,” and so gives the quest 
to him — 

Him — ^here — a villain fitter to stick swine 
Than ride abroad redressing women’s 
wTong, 

Or sit beside a noble gentlewoman.’ 

Then half-ashamed and part-amazed, 
the lord 

Now look’d at one and now at other, left 
The damsel by the peacock in his pride, 
And, seating Gareth at another board, 
Sat down beside him, ate and then began. 

‘ Friend, whether thou be kitchen- 
knave, or not, 

Or whether it be the maiden’s fantasy, 
And whether she he mad, or else the 
King, 

Or both or neither, or thyself be mad, 

I ask not : but thou strikes! a strong- 
stroke, 

For strong thou art and goodly there- 
withal, 

And saver of my life ; and tlierefore now, 
For here he mighty men to joust with, 
weigh 
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Whethei thou wilt not with thy damsel 
back 

To crave again Sir Lancelot of the King 
Thy paidon , I but speak for thine avail. 
The saver of my life ’ 

And Gaieth said, 

‘ Full pardon, but I follow up the quest, 
Despite of Day and Night and Death and 
Hell ’ 

So when, next morn, the lord whose 
life he saved 

Had, some bnef space, convey’d them on 
then w^ay 

And left them with God speed, Sir Gareth 
spake, 

* Lead, and I follow ’ Haughtily she 

replied, 

* I fly no more I allow thee for an 
hour 

Lion and stoat have isled together, knave, 
In time of flood Nay, fiutheimoie, 
methinks 

Some ruth is mine foi thee Back wilt 
thou, fooP 

For hard by heie is one will oveithiow 
And slay thee then will I to couit again, 
And shame the King foi only yielding 
me 

My champion fiom the ashes of his health ’ 

To whom Sir Gaieth answer’d com 
teously, 

* Say thou thy say, and I wall do my deed 
Allow me for mine hour, and thou wilt 

find 

2vly foi tunes all as fan as hers who lay 
Among the ashes and wedded the King’s 
son ’ 

Then to the shoie of one of those long 
loops 

Wheiethio’ the serpent river coil’d, they 
came 

Rough thicketed were the banks and 
steep , the stieam 

Full, nariow , this a budge of single arc 
d ook at a leap , and on the further side 
Aiose a silk pavilion, gay with gold 


In stieaks and lays, and all Lent lily in 
hue, 

Save that the dome was purple, and above, 
Crimson, a slender banneret fluttering 
And therehefoie the lawless wainoi paced 
Unarm’d, and calling, ‘Damsel, is this 
he, 

The champion thou hast bi ought from 
Ai thill’s halP 

For whom we let thee pass ’ ‘Nay, nay,’ 
she said, 

‘ Sir Moinmg Stai The King in uttci 
scorn 

Of thee and thy much folly hath sent thee 
here 

Ills kitchen -knaae and look thou to 
thyself 

See that he fall not on thee suddenly, 

And shy thee iinaim’d he is not knght 
but 1 nai c ’ 

Then at his call, ‘O daughteib of thcv 
Daw n. 

And sen ants of the Morning btai, ap- 
proach, 

Arm me,’ fiom out the silken cuitain folds 
Bare- footed and baie- headed three fair 
giiL 

In gilt and rosy raiment came their feet 
In dewy giisses glisten’d , and the hair 
All over glaneed with dewdiop oi wuth 
gem 

Like sparkles m the stone Avantiume 
These aim’d him in blue aims, and ga\e 
a shield 

Blue also, and thereon the moining stai 
And Gaieth silent gized upon the knight, 
Who stood a moment, eie his lioise w^ai 
bi ought, 

Gloi) mg , and in the stream beneath him 
shone 

Immmgled with Heaven’s azuic wa^ei 
ingly, 

The gay pavilion and the naked feet, 

His aims, the rosy laimenl, and the stai 

Then she that watch’d him, ' Wheiefoie 
stare ye so ^ 

Thou shakest in thy fear tlieie yet is 
time 
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Fke down the valley before lie get to 
horse 

Who Will cry shamed Thou ait not 
hnight but knave ’ 

Said Gareth, 'Damsel, whetliei knave 
01 knight, 

Far liefer had I fight a score of times 
Than hear thee so missay me and revile 
Fair woids weie best for him who fights 
for thee , 

But tiuly foul aie beitei, foi they send 
That strength of anger thro’ mine aims, 
I know 

That I shall overthrew him ’ 

And he that bore 
The stai, being mounted, cued fiom o’ei 
the budge, 

' Akitchen knave, andsent in scorn of me ’ 
Such fight not I, hut answer scorn with 
scorn 

Foi this weie shame to do him fuithei 
ivrong 

Than set him on his feet, and take his 
hoise 

And aims, and so leturn him to the 
King 

Come, therefoie, leave thy hdy lightly, 
knave 

Avoid for It beseemelli not a knave 
To ride with such a lady ’ 

' Dog, thou best 
I spi mg fiom loftier lineage than thine 
own ’ 

He spake , and all at fiery speed the two 
Shock’d on the cential budge, and either 
spear 

Bent but not brake, and eithei knight at 
once, 

Hull’d as a stone fiom out of a catapult 
Beyond his horse’s crupper and the bridge, 
Fell, as if dead , but quickly lose and 
chew, 

And Gaietli lash’d so fieicely with Ins 
bland 

He drave his enemy backward down the 
budge, 

The damsel ciying, ' Well - stucken, 
kitchen knave ’ ’ 


Till Gaieth’s shield was cloven , but one 
stroke 

Laid him that clove it grovelling on the 
ground 

Then cued the fall’n, 'Take not my 
life I yield ’ 

And Gaieth, ' So this damsel ask it of me 
Good — I accoid it easily as a grace ’ 

She reddening, 'Insolent scullion I of 
thee? 

I bound to thee foi any favour ask’d ^ ’ 

' Then shall he die ’ And Gareth theie 
unlaced 

His helmet as to shy him, but she shuck’d, 

' Be not so hardy, scullion, as to slay 
One noblei than thyself ’ ' Damsel, thy 

charge 

Is an abounding pleasuie to me Knight, 
Ihy life IS thine at hei command Aiise 
And quickly pass to Aithui’s hall, and say 
His kitchen knave hath sent thee See 
thou crave 

His paidon for thy breaking of his laws 
Myself, when I leturn, will plead for thee 
Thy shield is mine — farewell, and, 
damsel, thou, 

Lead, and I follow ’ 

And fast au ay she fled 
Then when he came upon her, spake, 
' Methought, 

Knave, when I watch’d thee stukmg on 
the bridge 

The savour of thy kitchen came upon me 
A little famtliei hut the wind hath 
changed 

I scent it twenty-fold ’ And then she sang, 
“'Omoining star” (notthattall felon Iheie 
Whom thou by sorceiy 01 unhappiness 
Oi some device, hast foully oveithiown), 
“ O morning star that smilest in the blue, 
O star, my morning dream hath proa tn 
true, 

Smile sweetly, thou ’ my love hath smiled 
on me ” 

‘But thou begone, take counsel, and 
away, 

Foi haid by lieie is one that guards a 
ford — 
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The second biothenn then fool’s piiable — 
Will pay thee all thy “v^ages, and to boot 
Caie not foi shame thou ait not knight 
but knave ’ 

To whom Sir Gaieth answei’d, laugh 
ingly, 

‘ Pai ables ^ Heai a paiable of the kna\ e 
When I was kitchen knave among the rest 
Fieice was the hearth, and one of my 
CO mates 

Own’d a rough dog, to whom he cast his 
coat, 

‘‘ Guard it,” and theie was none to meddle 
with it 

And such a coat ait thou, and thee the 
King 

Gave me to guard, and such a dog am I, 
To woiiy, and not to flee — and — knight 
or knave — 

The knave that doth thee service as full 
knight 

Is all as good, meseems, as any knight 
Towaid thy sistei’s freeing ’ 

^ Ay, Sir Kna\ c ’ 
Ay, knave, because thou stiikest as a 
knight, 

Being but knave, I hate thee all the more ’ 

‘Fur damsel, you should vioiship me 
the moi e, 

That, being but knave, I throw thine 
enemies ’ 

‘ Ay, ay,’ she said, ‘ but thou shall meet 
thy match ’ 

So when they touch’d the second iivei 
loop, 

Huge on a huge red hoise, and all m mail 
Burnish’d to blinding, shone the Noonday 
Sun 

Beyond a raging shallow As if the flowei , 
That blows a globe of after arrowlets, 
Ten thousand-fold had giown, flash’d the 
fieice shield, 

All sun , and Gaieth’s eyes had flying 
blots 

Before them when he turn’d from watch 
ing him 


He fiom beyond the loaiing shadow 
roai’d, 

^ What doest thou, biothei, in my marches 
heie^’ 

And she athwart the shallowshiiH’d again, 
‘Heie IS a kitchen-knave fiom Ai thin ’s 
hall 

Hath oveithiown thy biothei, and hath 
his aims ’ 

‘ Ugh ^ ’ cued the Sun, and vizoimg up a 
led 

And ciphci face of lounded foolishness, 
Push’d hoi sc acioss the foamings of the 
fold, 

Whom Gaieth met midsiicam no loom 
was Ihcic 

Foi lance oi louincy skill foui strokes 
they sluiek 

With sword, and these weie mighty , the 
new knight 

Had feai he might be shamed , but as the 
Sun 

Heaved up a pondcious arm to stul e the 
fifth, 

The hoof of his hoise slipt in the stieam, 
the stieam 

Descended, anti the bun w as w ash’d aw a) 

Then Gaieth hid his lancc athwait llic 
foi d , 

So diew him home , but he that fought 
no mole, 

As being all bone-batler’d on the loek, 
\ielded, and Gaieth sent him to the 
King 

‘ Myself when I letmn will plead foi thee ’ 
‘ I ead, and I follow ’ Quietly she led ^ 
‘ Hath not the good wind, damsel, changed 
again ^ ’ 

‘ Nay, not a point nor ait thou victoi 
here 

There lies a ridge of slate across the foid , 
His hoise theieon stumbled — a}, fur 1 
saw It 

* 0 Sun ” (not this strong fool whom 

thou, Sii Knave, 

Hast overthrown thi o’ mere unhappiness), 
“O bun, that wakenest all to bliss oi 
pam, 
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O moon, that layest all to sleep again, 

Shine sweetly twice my love hath smiled 
on me ” 

‘What knowest thou of lovesong or of 
love^ 

Nay, nay, God wot, so thou weit nobly 
born, 

Ihou hast a pleasant presence Yea, 
perchance, — 

‘ “ 0 dewy flowers that open to the 
sun, 

0 dewy flowers that close w^hen day is 

done, 

Blow sweetly twice my love hath smiled 
on me ” 

‘ What knowest thou of flowers, except, 
belike, 

To garnish meats with^ hath not oui 
good King 

Who lent me thee, the flow ei of kitchen 
dom, 

A foolish love foi floweis> what stick ye 
lound 

1 he pasty ^ wherewithal deck the boai’s 

head ^ 

Floweis? nay, the boai hath loseniaiies 
and bay 

® “ O buds, that w^aible to the morning 
sky, 

O buds that warble as the day goes by, 

Smg sweetly Iw ice my love hath smiled 
on me ” 

‘What knowest thou of buds, laik, 

** ma-vis, meile, 

Linnet ^ what dieam ye when they iittci 
foith 

May -music glowing with the growing 
light, 

Their sweet sun woiship ^ these be for the 
snaie 

(So luns thy fancy) these be foi the spit, 

Lardmg and basting Sec thou have not 
now 

Laided thy last, except thou tin 11 and fly 

Theie stands the thud fool of then 
illcgoiy ’ 


Foi theie beyond a budge of tieble 
bow, 

All in a lose-ied horn the west, and all 
Naked it seem’d, and glowing in the broad 
Deep dimpled cmient underneath, the 
knight. 

That named himself the Stai of Evening, 
stood 

And Gareth, ‘Wherefoie waits the 
madman theie 

Naked m open dayshme>’ ‘Nay,’ she 
cued, 

‘Not naked, only wiapt in harden’d skins 
That fit him like his own , and so ye cleave 
His armoui off him, these will turn the 
blade ’ 

Then the thud hi other shouted o’er the 
budge, 

‘ 0 brother star, why shine ye hcie so low^ 
Thy waid is highei up hut ha\e ye slam 
The damsel’s champion ^ ’ and the damsel 
cued, 

'No stai of thine, but shot from Aithiu 's 
hea\ cn 

With all disastei unto thine and thee ’ 
hoi both thy youngci brethien ha\c gone 
down 

Before this youth , and so wilt thou, Sii 
Stai , 

Alt thou not olcP’ 

Old, damsel, old and liaicl, 
Old, with the might and bieath of twenty 
boys ’ 

Said Gaieth, ^ Old, and o'vei-hold in 
brag ’ 

But that same stiength which thiew the 
Morning Stai 
Can throw the Evening ’ 

Then that othei blew 
A hard nnd deadly note upon the honi 
‘ Appioach and aim me ’ ’ A\ ilh slow 
steps fiom out 

An old stoim beaten, lussct, miny stain d 
TiMlion, foith a gu7/lecl damsel came, 
And aim’d him m old aims, ind biought 
a helm 
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With but a drying evergreen foi ciest, 
And gave a shield whereon the Stai of 
Even 

Half tarnish’d and half blight, his em 
blem, shone 

But when it glittei’d o’ei the saddle bow, 
They madly huil’d together on the budge , 
And Gaieth overthrew him, lighted, drew, 
Theie met him diawn, and ovei threw him 
again, 

But up like file he staited and as oft 
As Gareth bi ought him grovelling on his 
knees, 

So many a time he vaulted up again , 

Till Gaieth panted haul, and his gieat 
heart, 

Foredooming all his tiouble was m vain, 
Labour’d within him, foi he seem’d as one 
That all in later, saddei age begins 
To war against ill uses of a life, 

But these from all his life arise, and ci}, 

‘ Thou hast made us loids, and canst not 
put us down ’ ’ 

He half despaiis , so Gaieth seem’d to 
strike 

Vainly, the damsel clamouring all the 
while, 

‘ Well done, knave knight, well stiicken, 
0 good knight kna^e — 

0 knave, as noble as any of all the 
knights — 

Shame me not, shame me not I ha\e 
piophesied — 

Strike, thou art worthy of the Table 
Round — 

His arms are old, he tiusts the harden’d 
skin — 

Stake — strike — the wind will ne\ei 
change again ’ 

And Gareth hearing ever stionglier smote, 
And hew’d great pieces of his armoiii oil 
him, 

But lash’d m \ain against the harden’d 
skin, 

And could not wholly bring him undei, 
more 

Than loud Southwesteins, lolling ndge 
on ridge, 

The buoy that iides at sea, and dips and 
springs 


For evei , till at length Sn Gareth’s biand 
Clash’d his, and biake it utterly to the 
hilt 

^ I have thee now but foith that other 
sprang, 

And, all unkmghtlike, wiitlied his wuy 
aims 

Around him, till he felt, despite his mail, 
Stianglcd, but straining ev’n his utteimost 
Cast, and so hurl’d him headlong o’ei the 
budge 

Down to the iivei, sink oi swim, and 
cued, 

‘ Lead, and I follow^ ’ 

But the damsel said, 
‘ I lead no longer , ride thou at my Sxcle 
Thou ait the kinglicst of all kitchen - 
knaves 

‘ “ 0 trefoil, spaikling on the lainy 
plain, 

O rainbow wath three colours after lain, 
Shine sw eetly tin ice my lo\ t hatn smiled 
on me ” 

‘Sir, — and, good faith, I fain had 
added — Knight, 

But that I heaid thee call thjsclf i 
knaM., — 

Shamed im 1 that T so lebuktd, iCMltd, 
Missaid thee , no!)lt 1 am , and thoughl 
the King 

Scorn’d me and mine , and now thy 
pat don, fiiend, 

For thou hast ei-ei answci’d couileousi}, 
And wholly bold thou art, and meek 
w idial - 

As any of Arthur’s best, but, being kna^e, 
Blast mazed my wit I mai v cl what thou 
ait 

‘Damsel,’ he said, ‘you be not all to 
blame, 

Saving that >011 mistiustcd oui good King 
Would handle scoin, oi yield }ou, asl mg, 
one 

Not fit to cope your c|ucst You said 
your say , 

Mine answer was my deed Good sooth ’ 
. I hold 
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He^ scarce is knight, yea but half-man, 
nor meet 

To fight for gentle damsel, he, who lets 
His heait be star’d with any foolish heat 
At any gentle damsel’s way^vaidness 
Shamed ? caie not ’ thy foul sayings 
fought for me 

And seeing now thy words are fair, 
methinks 

There rides no knight, not Lancelot, his 
gieat self. 

Hath foice to quell me ’ 

Nigh upon that hour 
When the lone heinfoi gets his melancholy, 
Lets down his other leg, and stretching, 
dreams 

Of goodly supper in the distant pool, 

Then turn’d the noble damsel smiling at 
him, 

And told him of a cavern hard at hand, 
Where bread and baken meats and good 
red wine I 

Of Southland, which the Lady L>onors 1 
Had sent her coming champion, waited 
him 

Anon they past a narrow comb wherein 
Weie slabs of lock with figures, knights 
on hoise 

Sculptured, and deckt in slowly-waning 
hues 

‘ Sir Knave, my knight, a heimit once 
was heie, 

Whose holy hand hath fashion’d on the 
rock 

The wai of Time against the soul of man 
And yon four fools have suck’d then alle- 
gory 

From these damp walls, and taken but 
the form 

Know ye not these and Gaieth lookt 
and read — 

In letters like to those the vexillaiy 
Hath left ciag-caiven o’er the streaming 
Gelt— 

‘ PnosPHOivUs,’ then ‘Mlridijls’ — 
‘ Hesperus ’ — 

‘ No\ ’ — * Mors,’ beneath fi\e figures, 
aimed men, 

III 


Slab aftei slab, tlieir faces forwaid all, 

And lunnmg down the Soul, a Shape that 
fled 

With broken wings, torn lamient and 
loose hail. 

For help and sheltei to the heimit’s ca\e 
‘Follow the faces, and we find it Look, 
Who comes behind?’ 

Foi one — delay’d at fiist 
Thio’ helping back the dislocated Kay 
To Camelot, then by what thereafter 
chanced. 

The damsel’s headlong eiioi thro’ the 
wood — 

Sir Lancelot, having swum the river- 
loops — 

His blue shield lions covei’d — softly diew 
Behind the twain, and when he saw the 
stai 

Gleam, on Su Gareth’s turning to him, 
cried, 

‘ Stay, felon knight, I avenge me foi my 
fiiend ’ 

And Gareth ciyingpiick’d against the ciy, 
But when they closed — in a moment — at 
one touch 

Of that skill’d speai, the wonder of the 
V orld — 

Went sliding down so easily, and fell, 

That when he found the grass within his 
hands 

He laugh’d , the laughtei jau’d upon 
Lynette 

I Haishly she ask’d him, ‘ Shamed and 
o\ erthrown, 

And tumbled back into the kitchen-knave, 
Why laugh ye ^ that ye blew^ youi boast 
m vain^’ 

‘ Nay, noble damsel, but that I, the son 
Of old King Lot and good Queen Belli 
cent, 

And victoi of the bridges and the foid, 
And knight of Arthiu, heic he tbiown by 
whom 

I know not, all thro’ mere unhappiness — 
Device and sorcery and unhappiness- — 
Out, sw^ord, we aie thrown’’ And 
Lancelot answei’d, ‘Pi nice, 

O Gaieth — thro’ the mere unhappiness 
}> 
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Of one who came to help thee, not to 
haim, 

Lancelot, and all as glad to find thee 
whole, 

As on the day when Aithur knighted him ’ 

Then Gaieth, ‘Thou — Lancelot’ — 
thme the hand 

That thiew me An some chance to m n 
the boast 

Thy brethren of thee make — which could 
not chance — 

Had sent thee down befoie a lessci spcai, 

Shamed had 1 been, and sad — O Lancelot 
— thou ’’ 

Wheieat the maiden, petulant, ‘Lance 
lot, 

Why came ye not, when call’d ^ and 
wherefoie now 

Come ye, not call’d^ I gloried m my 
knave, 

Who being still rebuked, would answei 
still 

Courteous as any knight — but now, if 
knight, 

The niaivel dies, and leaves me fool’d 
and trick’d, 

And only wondeiing wherefoie play’d 
upon 

And doubtful wliethei T and mine be 
scoin’d 

Wheie should be tiiUli if not m Aithiii’s 
hall, 

In Arthur’s presence^ Knight, kna\e, 
pimce and fool, 

I hate thee and for e\ ei ’ 

And Lancelot saul, 

‘ Blessed be thon, Sir Gaieth ’ kniglil 
art thou 

To the King’s best wish O damsel, be 
you wise 

To call him shamed, who is but ovei 
thiown ^ 

Thiowm have I been, noi once, but many 
a time 

Victor from vanquish’d issues at the last, 

And overthrower from being overthiown 

With sword we ha\e not striven, and 
thy good horse 


And thou aie weaiy , >eL not less I ftlt 
Thy manhood thio’ that weaned lance 
of thine 

Well hast thou done , foi all the stieam 
is fieed, 

And thou hast wieak’d his jusUcl on his 
foes, 

And when leviled, hast answei ’d giaci- 
ousl} , 

And makes! meny when o\eithiown 
Piincc, Knight, 

Hail, Knight and Prince, and of oiu 
lable Round ’’ 

And then when Uuning to Lynctte ht 
told 

The tale of Gaieth, petulantly she said, 
‘Ay Well — ay well — foi woisc than being 
fool’d 

Of otheis, Is to fool one’s self A ca\c., 
Sii Lancelot, is haul by, with meats and 
clunks 

And foi age foi the hoise, and flint foi fiie 
But ill about It flies a honcysuekle 
Seek, till we find AiicI when tlv } 
sought and found, 

bii Gaieth di ink and ate, nd ill hn hie 
Past into sleep, on whom the maKleii 
g i/ed 

‘ Sound sleep be thme ' s<amd cause to 
sleep hast ihou 

Wake lust} ’ Seem J not is teiidei to 
him 

As any mothei ^ but such i one 
As ail clay long hath lab d it hti child, 
And vext his d ly, but blesses him islecp™ 
Good loid, how sw'cetly smells the 
honeysuckle " 

In the hush’d night, as if the woild weie 
one 

Of uttei peace, and Io\e, and gentlenes ’ 

0 Lancelot, Lancelot’ — and she clap! 

her hands— 

‘ Full meriy am 1 to find ni} goodly knaw 
Is knight and noble See* now, swoin 
have I, 

Else yon black felon had not let me pis>, 
lo hung thee back to do the battle with 
him 

1 hus an thou goes!, he wJl hght thee fust , 
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N!\o doubts thee victoi ^ so u ill my 
knight kna\ e 

Miss the full fiowei of tbs accomplibh- 
ment ’ 

Said Lancelot, ‘ Peiadventiue he, you 
name, 

Ma> know my shield Let Gaieth, an 
he \^'il}, 

Change his for mine, and take my chaigei, 
fieshj 

Not to be spuii’d, loving the battle as 
well 

As he tint iides him ’ ‘ L incelot>iike,’ 

she said, 

‘Couiteous 111 this, Loid Lancelot, as in 
all’ 

And Gareth, wakening, heicely clutch’d 
the shield , 

‘ Ramp > e lance-splmteung lions, on \\ horn 
all speais 

Are lotten sticks ’ >e seem agape to loai ’ 
Yea, lamp and loai at leaving of >our 
lord ’ — 

Caie not, good beasts, so well I cue foi 

}0U 

0 noble Lancelot, fiom my hold on these 
Stieams viiluc — fire — thio’ one that will 

not shame 

L\en the shadow of Lancelot imdci shield 
Hence let us go ’ 

Silent the silent field 
They traversed Ai think haip tlio’ 
summti wan, 

In countei motion to the clouds, alliiied 
The glance of Gaieth di earning on his 
liege 

A star shot ‘ Lo,’ said Gaieth, Hhe foe 
falls ’ ' 

An owl whoopt ‘ Haik the victoi peal 
mg theie ’ ’ 

Sudden!} she that lode upon his left 
Clung to the shield that Lancelot lent 
him, ciymg, 

‘ Yield, yield him this again he must 
fight 

1 curse the tongue that all tin o’ yesteiday 
]le\iled thee, and hath wrought on 

Lancelot now 


To lend thee hoise and shield wondeis 
ye have done , 

Miiaclcs ye cannot heie is gloiy enow^ 

In having flung the three I see thee 
maim’d, 

Mangled I siweai thou canst not fling 
the fouith ’ 

‘And wheiefoic, daniseP tell me all 
}e know 

You cannot scaie me , nor rough face, oi 
voice, 

Biute bulk of limb, oi boundless savagei} 
Appal me fiom the quest ’ 

‘Nay, Piince,’ she cued, 

‘ God w^ot, I ne\ ei look’d upon the face, 
Seeing he never iides abioad by day , 

But watch’d him have I like a phantom 
pass 

Chilling the night noi have I heaid the 
voice 

Alwa}S he made his mouthpiece of a page 
AVho came and went, and sldl lepoited 
him 

As closing m himself the stiengtli of ten, 
And when his angei tare him, massacung 
Man, woman, lad and giil — yea, the soft 
babe ’ 

Some hold that he hath swallovi ’d infant 
flesh 

Monstei ’ O Punce, I went foi Lancelot 
lirst, 

Ihe quest is Lancelot’s give him back 
the shield ’ 

Said Gaieth laughing, ‘ An he fight foi 
this, 

Belike he wins it as the beltei man 
Thus — and not eLe ’’ 

But Lancelot on him uigecl 
All the devismgs of their elm ah} 

When one might meet a mightiei than 
himself 

Plow best to manage hoise, lanec, svvoicl 
and shield. 

And so fill up the gap wlieie fijiec might 
fail 

I With skdl and fineness Instant weie 
I his words 
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Then Gareth, * Here be lules I know 
but one — 

To dash against mine enemy and to win 
Yet have I watch’d thee victor m the 

jOUSt, 

And seen th) way ’ ‘ Heaven help thee,’ 
sigh’d Ljnette 

Then for a space, and undei cloud that 
grew 

lo thundei gloom palling all stars, they 
rode 

In converse till she madehei palfiey halt, 
Lifted an arm, and softly whisper’d, 
* There ’ 

And all the three were silent seeing, 
pitch’d 

Beside the Castle Perilous on flat field, 

A huge pavilion like a mountain peak 
Sunder the glooming crimson on the 
marge, 

Black, with black banner, and a long 
black horn 

Beside it hanging , which Sii Gareth 
giaspt, 

And so, before the two could hinder him, 
Sent all his heart and breath thio’ all the 
horn 

Echo’d the walls , a light twinkled , anon 
Came lights and lights, and once again 
he blew , 

Wheieon weie hollow Samplings up and 
down 

And muffled \oices heaid, and shadows 
past , 

Till high abo\e him, circled with hei 
maids, 

The Lady Lyonois at a window stood, 
Beautiful among lights, and waving to him 
White hands, and courtesy, but when 
the Prince 

Thiee times had blown — after long hush 
— at last — 

The huge pavilion slowly yielded up, 
Thio’ those black foldings, that which 
housed therein 

High on a nightblack hoise, in nightblack 
arms, 

With white breast-bone, and bairen ribs 
of Death, 


And crown’d with fleshless laught^i — ■ 
some ten steps — 

In the half light — thio’ the dim dawn — 
advanced 

The monster, and then paused, and spake 
no woid 

But Gareth spake and all indignantly, 

‘ Fool, foi thou hast, men say, the stiengtli 
of ten, 

Canst thou not tiiist the limbs thy God 
hath giv eii, 

But must, to make the teiror of thee more, 

Trick thyself out m ghastly imageries 

Of that which Life hath done with, and 
the clod, 

Less dull than thou, will hide with 
mantling floweis 

As if foi pity^’ But he spake no word , 

Which set the hoiroi higher a maiden 
swoon’d , 

The Lady Lyonois wrung hci hands and 
wept, 

As doom’d to be the biide of Night and 
Death , 

Sir Gaieth’s head piicklcd beneath 
helm , 

And ev’n Six Lancelot thio’ his wnni 
bkiod felt 

Ice strike, and all that maik’d him were 
aghast 

At once bn Lancelot’s chaigei fitud) 
neigh’d, 

And Death’s claik vvai horse bounded 
foiward with him 

Then those that did not blmk the tenor, 
saw 

That Death was cast to giound, and 
slow ly 1 ose 

But with one stroke bir Gareth split the 
skull 

Half fell to light and half to left and h} 

Then wnth a stronger buffet he clove the 
helm 

As throughly as the skull, and out hum 
this 

Issued the biight face of a blooming bo) 

Flesh as a flovvei new bom, and ciying, 
‘ Knight, 
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Slay me not my three biethren bad me 
do It, 

To make a horror all about the house, 
And stay the world from Lady Lyonors 
They nevei dream’d the passes would he 
past ’ 

Answer’d Sir Gareth giaciously to one 
Not many a moon his youngei, ‘'My fair 
child, 

What madness made thee challenge the 
chief knight 

Of Aithur’s halP’ 'Fair Sn, they bad 
me do it 

They hate the King, and Lancelot, the 
King’s fnend, 

They hoped to slay him somewhere on 
the stieam, 

They ne\ei dream’d the passes could be 
past ’ 

Then sprang the happiei day from 
underground , 

And Lady Lyonois and her house, with 
dance 

And revel and song, made meiry over 
Death, 

As being after all their foolish fears 
And honors only proven a blooming boy 
So large mirth lived and Gareth won the 
quest 

And he that told the tale in older times 
Says that Sir Gareth wedded Lyonois, 
But be, that told it latei, says Lynette 

GERAINT AND ENID 

^ I 

The brave Geraint, a knight of Aithur’s 
court, 

A tributary prince of Devon, one 
Of that great Oidei of the Table Round, 
Had married Emd, Yniol’s only cnild, 
And loved her, as he loved the light of 
Heaven 

And as the light of Heaven varies, now 
At sunnse, now at sunset, now by night 
With moon and trembling stais, so loved 
Geiamt 

To make hci beaut> vary day by da> 


In crimsons and in purples and m gems 
And Emd, but to please hei husband’s 
e>e. 

Who first had found and loved hei in a 
state 

Of bioken fortunes, daily fionted him 
In some fresh splendour , and the Queen 
herself, 

Giateful to Prince Geraint for service 
done, 

Loved her, and often with hei own white 
hands 

Array’d and deck’d her, as the loveliest, 
Next aftei her own self, m all the couit 
And Emd loved the Queen, and w ith true 
heart 

Adored her, as the stateliest and the best 
And loveliest of all wmmen upon earth 
And seeing them so tender and so close, 
Long 111 then common love rejoiced 
Geraint 

But when a rumour rose about the Queen, 
Touching her guilty lo\e for Lancelot, 
Tho’ yet there lived no proof, nor jet 
was heard 

The woild’s loud whibper breaking into 
storm, 

Not less Geiaint believed it , and there fell 
A horror on him, lest his gentle wife, 
Thro’ that great tenderness for Gumeveie, 
Had suffer’d, or should suffer any taint 
In natuie wLeitfore going to the King, 
He made this pietext, that his pimcedom 
lay 

Close on the borders of a territory, 
Wherein were bandit eails, and caitiff 
knights. 

Assassins, and all flyers from the hand 
Of Justice, and whatever loathes a law 
And therefore, till the King himself 
should please 

To cleanse this common sewer of all Ins 
1 ealm, 

He craved a fair permission to depart, 
And there defend his maiches , and the 
King 

Mused foi a little on lus plea, but, last, 
Allowing it, the Piinct and Emd lode, 
.i.nd fifty knights rode with them, to the 
shoies 
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Of Severn, and they past to then o^\n 
land , 

Where, thinking, that if ever yet was v ifc 
Tiue to hei loid, mine shall be so to me, 
He compass d hei with sweet observances 
And woiship, nevei leaving hei, andgiew 
Forgetful of las piomise to the King, 
Foigetful of the falcon and the hunt, 
Foigetful of the tilt and tournament, 
Forgetful of his glory and Ins name, 
Foigetful of his princedom and its caies 
An cl this foigetfulness was hateful to Ik i 
And by and by tlie people, when they met 
In twos and tliiees, oi fullei companies, 
Began to scoff and jeei and babble of him 
A.S of a prince whose manhood was all 
gone, 

And molten down in mere uxoiiousness 
And this she gathei’d fiom the people s 
eyes 

This too the women who attiieci hei head, 
To please her, dwelling on his boundless 
Io\e, 

Told Enid, and they sadden’d lici tlie 
moie 

And day by day she thought to tell Geiamt, 
But could not out of bashful delicacy , 
While he that watch’d hei sadden, was 
the moie 

Suspicious that hei nctiue had a taint 

At last, it chanced that on a summei 
morn 

(They sleeping each by eithei) the new sim 
Beat tliio’ the blmdless casement of the 
room, 

And heated the strong wainoi in his 
dreams , 

Who, mo\ing, cast the coveilet aside. 
And haied the knotted column of his 
throat, 

The massive square of his heroic bieast. 
And aims on which the standing muscle 
sloped. 

As slopes a wild brook o’ei a little stone, 
Running too a ehemently to bieak upon it 
And Emd woke and sat beside the couch, 
Admiring him, and thought within herself, 
Was evei man so giandly made as he ? 
Then, like a shadow , past the people’s talk 


And accusation of uxoiiousness 
Acioss hei mind, and bowing ovei him, 
Low to hei own heait piieousl} shesaicl 

‘ 0 noble bieast and all pius&ant arms, 
Am I the cause, I the pooi Cc use that men 
Repioadi you, sajmg all }oiu foicc is 

gOllL ? 

I the cause, because I daie not speak 
x\ncl tell Inna what I think and what they 
si> 

\nd jet I hate that he should hngei heic , 
I cannot lo\c my loid and not his name 
bai liefci had I gi'd his harness on him, 
Hul nde with him to InUlt and st ind by, 
And watch Ins mightful hmd sinking 
gicai blows 

At caitiffs and at wiongeis of the woilil 
Fai bcttei wcie I laid in the darl caiili, 
Not healing any moic his noble \oice, 
Not to be folded moie in these deai aims. 
And daiken’d fiom the high light m Ins 
ejes, 

Than tint mv loid thio’ me should suffci 
shame 

\m I 'O bold, and could I so stand by, 
Andstemj deal loid wounded in tlu stnfe, 
Oi majbe pieiced to death bt fou mine 
eyes, 

And Jet not dne to tell him wli it I think, 
And how men si III him, s'ljing illhn foiet 
Is mdUd into me’e dlenunuj''^ 

O me, I feai that I uu no triu wiR ’ 

Half inwaidlv, half audibly du spoke, 
And the stiong passion m hei made hei 
w eep 

Tiue teai> upon liis bioad and iiakcfT 
bieast, 

And these awoke him, and by gre it mis 
chance 

He beard but fiagraents of her 1 atei w oids, 
And that she feai’d she was not i ti ue w if 
And then he thought, ‘ In «pitc of all my 
caie, 

Foi nil mj pains, poor man, foi ill my 
pains, 

She is not faithful to me, nid I si e her 
Weeping for some gnv knight in \idim’s 
hall ’ 
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Then tlio’ he loved ind i€\eiencecl her 
too much 

lo dream she could be guilty of foul act, 
Right thio’ his manful breast daited the 

That makes a man, in the s\\ eet face of hei 
Whom he loves most, lonely and miserable 
At this he hull d his huge limbs out of 
bed, 

And shook his diovsy squire awake and 
cried, 

‘ My chai ger and her palfi ey , ’ then to hei , 
‘I will ride foith into the wilderness , 

Foi Iho’ it seems my spurs aie jet to win, 

I ha\e not fall’n so low as some would 
wish 

And thou, put on thy worst and meanest 
dress 

And ride with me ’ And Emd ask’d, 
amazed, 

‘ If Enid eirs, let Enid leain hei fault ’ 
But he, ‘I charge thee, ask not, but obey ’ 
Ihen she bethought her of a faded silk, j 
A faded mantle and a faded \eil, ! 

And moving towaid a cedarn cabinet, 
Wherein she kept them folded leverently 
W ith sprigs of summei laid between the 
folds, 

She took them, andaiiay’d herself therein, 
Remembeiing when fn&t he came on hei 
Drest m that dress, and how he loved hei 
in it, 

And all hei foolish feats about the dress, 
And all his journey to hei, as himself 
Had told hei, and then coming to the 
court 

Foi Arthui on the Whitsuntide befoie 
Held couit at old Caeilcon upon Usk 
Theie on a day, he sitting high in hall, 
Before him came a foi ester of Dean, 

W et from the woods, with notice of a halt 
Tallei than all Ins fellow s, milky- white, 
hirst seen that da> these chings he told 
the King 

1 hen the good King gave older to let blow 
Ills hoins foi hunting on the moi low mom 
And when the Queen petition d foi his 
leave 

1 0 see the hunt, allow’d it easily 


vSo with the moining all the couit weie 
gone 

But Guineveie lay late into the mom, 

Lost in sweet di earns, and di earning of hei 
love 

For Lancelot, and foigetful of the hunt , 
But rose at last, a single maiden with her, 
look hoise, and forded Usk, and gain’d 
the w ood , 

1 heie, on a little knoll beside it, stay’d 
Waiting to hear the hounds, but heaid 
instead 

A sudden sound of hoofs, for Piince 
Geiaint, 

Late also, vveaiing neither hunting dress 
Noi weapon, save a golden hilted biand, 
Came quickly flashing thro’ the shallow 
ford 

Behind them, and so gallop’d up the knoll 
A purple scarf, at either end whereof 
Iheie swung an apple of the purest gold, 
Sway’d round about him, as he gallop’d up 
To join them, glancing like a diagon fly 
In summei suit and silks of holiday 
Low bow’d the tiibutaiy Piince, and she, 
Sweetly and statelily, and with all grace 
Of womanhood and queenhood, answei’d 
him 

‘Late, late. Sir Pnnee,’ she said, ‘latei 
than we ’ ’ 

‘\ea, noble Queen, he answei d, ^and 
so late 

That I but come like you to see the 
hunt, 

Not join it ’ ‘ Therefore wait with me,’ 

she said , 

‘ Foi on this little knoll, if anywheie, 

1 neie is good chance that we shall heai 
the hounds 

Here often they bieak co\ert at oui feet ’ 

And while thej listen’d for the distant 
hunt, 

And chiefly for the bajmg of Cavall, 
King Aithui’s hound ot deepest mouth, 
thcie lode 

hull slowly by a kmght, lady, and dwarf, 
M hereof the dwaif Ugg’d latest, and the 
knight 

* Had vizoi up, and show ’d a jouthful fac e, 
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Imperious, and of haughtiest lineaments 
And Guineveie, not mindful of his face 
In the King’s hall, desned his name, and 
sent 

Her maiden to demand it of the dwarf , 
Who being vicious, old and irritable, 

And doubling all hismastei’s vice of pride, 
Made answer sharply that she should not 
know 

‘ Then will I ask it of himself,’ she said 
‘ Nay, by my faith, thou shalt not,’ ciied 
the dv\arf , 

‘ Thou art not worthy e\ ’n to speak of 
him ,’ 

And when she put hei horse toward the 
knight, 

Struck at her with his whip, and she 
return’d 

Indignant to the Queen , whereat Geiamt 
Exclaiming, ‘ Siuely I will learn the name, ’ 
Made sharply to the dwarf, and ask’d it 
of him, 

Who answer’d as befoie , and when the 
Prince 

Had put his horse in motion toward the 
knight, 

Struck at him with his whip, and cut his 
cheek 

The Prince’s blood spirted upon the scaif, 
Dyeing it , and his quick, instincti've hand 
Caught at the hilt, as to abolish him 
But he, from his exceeding manfulness 
And pure nobility of temperament, 

Wioth to be wroth at such a woim, 
refiain’d 

From ev’n a word, and so returning said 

‘ I will a\ enge this insult, noble Queen, 
Bone in your maiden’s person to yourself 
And I will track this vermin to then 
eaiths 

For tho’ I nde unarm’d, I do not doubt 
To find, at some place I shall come at, 
arms 

On loan, or else foi pledge , and, being 
found, 

Then will I fight him, and will break his 
pnde, 

And on the third day will again be heie, 
So that I be not fall’n ni fight Fai ewell ’ 


‘ Farewell, fair Pimce,’ answer’d khe 
stately Queen 

‘ Be piospeious in this journe), as m all , 
And may you light on all things that )ou 
lo\ e, 

And li\e to wed with hei whom fiist }0u 
love 

But eie you wed with any, bung your 
bride, 

And I, weie she the claughtei of a 
king, 

Yea, tho’ she weie a beggar fiom the 
hedge, 

\\ ill clothe hci foi hci biidals like the 
sun ’ 

And Prince Geiaint, now" thinking that 
he heaid 

The noble hart at ba^, now the far hoin, 
A little vext at losing of the hunt, 

A little at the vile occasion, rode, 

By ups and downs, thro’ many a giassy 
glade 

And valley, with fixt eye following the 
three 

At last they issued fiom the woild of 
wood, 

And climb d upon a fair and even ridge, 
And show’d themselves ag imst the sky, 
and sank 

And thithei came Gciaint, and under 
nealh 

Beheld the long street of a little town 
In a long valley, on one side wdiereof, 
White from the mason’s hand, a foi ti ess 
lose , 

And on one side a cistle m decay, 
Beyond a bridge that spann’d a diy 
lavine 

/\nd out of town and valley came a noise 
As of a bioad biook o’ei a shingly bed 
Biawlmg, 01 like a clamour of the looks 
At distance, eie they settle for the night 

And onwaid to the fortiess lode the 
three, 

And enter’d, and weie lost behind the 
w^alls 

‘ So,’ thought Geraint, ‘ I have track d 
him to his earth ’ 
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And down the long street iidmg weaiily, 
Found eveiy hostel full, and everywheie 
Was hammer laid to hoof, and the hot 
hiss 

And bustling whistle of the youth who 
scoui’d 

His mastei’s armour , and of such a one 
He ask’d, ‘What means the tumult in 
the town ?’ 

Who told him, scouring still, ‘ The 
spariow-hawk ’ ^ 

Then riding close behind an ancient chuil, 
Who, smitten by the dusty sloping beam, 
Went sweating underneath a sack of corn, 
Ask’d yet once moie what meant the 
hubbub heie ^ 

Who answer’d giuffly, ‘ Ugh ’ the spairow 
hawk ’ 

Then iidmg further past an armourei’s, 
Who, with back turn’d, and bow’d aboae 
his woik, 

Sat riveting a helmet on his knee, 

He put the self same quer> , but the man 
Not turning lound, noi looking at him, 
said 

‘ Fiiend, he that labouis foi the spariow- 
hawk 

Has little time foi idle questioners ’ 
Wheieat Geraint flash’d into sudden 
spleen 

‘ A thousand pips eat up your sparrow 
hawk ' 

Tits, wnens, and all wing’d nothings peck 
him dead ’ 

Ye think the luslic cackle of your bouig 
The murmur of the world ’ What is it 
to me? 

T) wretched set of spanows, one and all. 
Who pipe of nothing but of spairow- 
hawks ’ 

Speak, if ye be not like the lest, hawk- 
mad, 

Wheie can I get me haibouiage foi the 
night ^ 

And arms, aims, arms to fight my enemy ^ 
Speak ’’ 

Whereat the aimouier turning all amazed 
And seeing one so gay m purple silks, 
Came forward with the helmet yet m 
hand 

III 


And answer’d, ‘Paidon me, O stranger 
knight , 

We hold a tourney here to moirow mom, 
And there is scantly time for half the woik 
Arms ^ truth ' I know not all are 
wanted here 

Haibourage? tiuth, good truth, I know 
not, save, 

It may be, at Earl Yniol’s, o’er the bridge 
Yonder ’ He spoke and fell to work 
again 

Then lode Geraint, a little spleenful yet, 
Across the bridge that spann’d the dry 
ravine 

There musing sat the hoary headed Earl, 
(tlis dress a suit of flay’d magnificence, 
Once fit for feasts of ceremony) and 
said 

‘Whither, fan son^’ to whom Geraint 
leplied, 

‘ O fnend, I seek a harbouiage for the 
night ’ 

Then Ymol, ‘ Entei therefore and paitake 
Ihe slender entei tamment of a house 
Once iich, now poor, but ever open- 
door’d ’ 

‘ Thanks, venerable friend,’ replied 
Geiaint , 

‘So that ye do not seive me spairow 
hawks 

For supper, I will entei, I will eat 
With all the passion of a twel\e hours’ 
fast ’ 

Then sigh’d and smiled the hoary-headed 
Earl, 

And answer’d, ‘ Giavei cause than youis 
is mine 

To cuise this hedgerow thief, the spairow- 
hawk 

But m, go in , for save yoiiiself desire it, 
We will not touch upon him ev’n in jest ’ 

Then lode Geiamt into the castle court, 
His cbaiger trampling many a prickly 
star 

Of sprouted thistle on the broken stones 
He look’d and saw that ill w as ruinous 
Here stood a shatter’d archway plumed 
with fern , 

I 2 
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And lieie had fall’n a great pait of a 
towel, 

Whole, like a ciag that tumbles fiom Iht 
cliff, 

And like a crag was gay with wilding 
floweis 

And high abo\e a piece of tuiiet stair, 
Worn b} the feet that now^ weie silent, 
wound 

Baie to the sun, and monstious ivy stems 
Ciaspt the giay walls with hairy fibicd 
aims, 

And suck’d the joining of the stones, and 
look’d 

A knot, beneath, of snakes, aloft, a gio\e 

And while he waited m the castle couit. 
The voice of Enid, Yniol’s daughtei, rang 
Clear thio’ the open casement of the hall. 
Singing , and as the sweet voice of a bud, 
Heard by the landei in a lonely isle, 
Moves him to think what kind of bud it is 
That sings so delicately cleat, and make 
Conjecture of the plumage and the form. 
So the sweet \ oiceof Enid moved Geraint , 
And made him hi e a man abioad at mom 
When first the liquid note beloved of men 
Comes flying ovei many a windy wnve 
To Britain, and m Apnl suddenly 
Bleaks iiom a coppice gemm’d with gicen 
and led, 

And he suspends his conierse wnth a 
ftiend, 

Or it may be the labour of his hands, 

To think or say, ^ There is the nightingale 
So fared it with Gciaint, who thought 
and said, 

‘ Here, b> God’s giace, the one voice 
foi me ’ 

It chanced the song that Enid sang 
w^as one 

Of Fortune and hei wheel, and Enid 
sang 

^Tmn, Fortune, turn thy wheel and 
lowei the pioud , 

Turn thy wild wdiecl thio’ sunshine, 
stoim, and cloud , 

Ihy wheel and thee we neither love iioi 
hate 


‘Turn, Fortune, turn thy w^heel with 
smile 01 fiown , 

Whtli that wild wheel we go not up oi 
down , 

Oui hoard is little, but oui hcaits are 
gieat 

‘ Smile and w e smile, the loids of man> 
lands , 

Frown and we smile, the lords of oiu 
own hands , 

h or man is man and master of his fate 

‘ Tuin, Imn thy wheel above the st iiing 
ciowd , 

Thy wheel and thou aic shadows lu the 
cloud , 

Thy wheel and thcc w'’c neithci love noi 
h-^te ’ 

‘ Haik, by the bud’s song ye maj leain 
the nest,’ 

Said Yniol , ‘enter quickly’ Enteimg 

tiieii, 

Right o’ei a mount of newh f-'ilen stones, 

The dusky lafter’d niin} cobweb’d hall, 

lie found an rncicnt dame in dun bio 
cade , 

And near hci, like a blossom vermeil 
wdiitc, 

1 hat lightl}- bleaks a faded flowei sheath, 

Mo\cd the fin hind, all m faded silk, 

Her daughtei In i moment thought 
Gci lint, 

‘ IIcio 1)} God s lood IS the one maid foi 
me ’ 

But none spake w^oid except the hoaiy 
Earl 

‘ Enid, the good knight’s horse stands ao 
the couil , 

Tike him to stall, and gne him com, and 
then 

Go to the town and buy us flesh and 
wine , 

And we will make us racriT as w'c may 

Our hoaid is little, but oiu heuts are 
gicat ’ 

He spike the Pimce, as Find past 
him, fain 

To follow, strode i stride, but \ niul c luglit 
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His purple scarf, and held, and said, 
Forbeai f 

Rest ! the good house, tlio' min’d, O my 
son, 

Endures not that her guest should serve 
himself ’ 

And reveiencmg the custom of the house 
Geraint, fiom utter courtesy, forboie 

So Enid took his chaiger to the stall , 
And aftei went her way acioss the bridge. 
And reach’d the town, and while the 
Piince and Earl 

Yet spoke together, came again with one, 
A youth, that following with a costiel boie 
The means of goodly welcome, flesh and 
wine 

And Enid biought sweet cakes to make 
them cheer, 

And in her veil enfolded, inanchet biead 
And then, because then hall must also 
serve 

Foi kitchen, boil’d the flesh, and spread 
the board, 

And stood behind, and waited on the 
three 

And seeing hei so sweet and seiviceable, 
Geraint had longing m him eveimoie 
1 o stoop and kiss the tender little thumb, 
I hat ciost the ticncher as she laid it 
down 

But after all had eaten, then Geiaint, 
hoi now the wine made summer m his 
veins, 

let his eye love m following, oi rest 
On Enid at hei lowly handmaid \/ork. 
Now here, now theie, about the dusky 
hall , 

'I’hen suddenly addrest the hoaiy Eail 

‘ Fair Host and Earl, I pray yoiii 
courtesy , 

This spai row -hawk, what is he^ tell me 
of him 

FIis name ^ but no, good faith, I will not 
have It 

For if he be the knight whom late I saw^ 
Ride into that new foi tress by youi town. 
White fiom the mason’s hand, then have 
I sworn 




Fiom his owm lips to have it — I am 
Geraint 

Of Devon — for this morning when the 
Queen 

Sent hei own maiden to demand the name, 
His dwaif, a vicious under-shapen thing, 
Struck at hei with his whip, and she le- 
tmn’d 

Indignant to the Queen , and then I swmie 
That I wmuld back this caitiff to his hold. 
And fight and break his pride, and have 
It of him 

And all unaim’d I rode, and thought to 
find 

Arms 111 youi town, where all the men 
are mad , 

They take the lustic miumur of then 
bourg 

For the great wave that echoes lound the 
wmild , 

They would not hear me speak but if 
ye know 

Yheie I can light on aims, oi ifyourielf 
Should have them, tell me, seeing I have 
sworn 

That I will break his pride and leain his 
name, 

Avenging this great insult done the 
Queen ’ 

Then cued Eail Yniol, ^Ait thou he 
indeed, 

Geraint, a name fai sounded among men 
Foi noble deeds ^ and truly I, when fiist 
I saw you mo\ing by me on the bridge, 
Felt ye were somewhat, yea, and by your 
state 

And piesence might have guess’d you one 
of those 

That eat in Aiihui’s hall at Camelot 
Nor speak I now from foolish flatteiy , 
For this deal child hath often heaid me 
piaise 

Yom feats of aims, and often when I 
paused 

Hath ask’d again, and evei loved to heai , 
So giateful IS the noise of noble deeds 
To noble heaits who see but acts of wiong 
O nevei yet had woman such a pair 
Of suitois as this maiden , fust Limouis, 
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A creatuie wholly given to brawls and 
wine, 

Drunk even when he woo’d , and be he 
dead 

I know not, but he past to the wild land 
The second was your foe, the spanow 
hawk, 

My curse, my nephew — I will not let his 
name 

Slip from my lips if I can help it — ^he. 
When I that knew him fieice and tur- 
bulent 

Refused her to him, then his pnde awoke , 
And since the proud man often is the 
mean, 

He sow’d a slander in the common ear, 
Affirming that his father left him gold, 
And 111 my chaige, which was not ren- 
der’d to him , 

Bribed with laige promises the men who 
seived 

About my person, the more easily 
Because my means were somewhat bioken 
into 

Thro’ open doois and hospitality , 

Raised my own town against me m the 
night 

Before my Enid’s birthday, sack’d my 
house , 

From mine own eaildom foully ousted 
me , 

Built that new foit to overawe my friends, 
For truly there are those who love me 
yet. 

And keeps me in this luinous castle here. 
Where doubtless he would put me soon 
to death. 

But that his pride too much despises 
me 

And I myself sometimes despise myself. 
For I have let men be, and have their 
way, 

A.m much too gentle, have not used my 
power 

Nor know I whether I be very base 
Or veiy manful, whether very wise 
Oi very foolish , only this I know, 

That whatsoevei evil happen to me, 

I seem to suffer nothing heait oi limb, 
But can endure it all most patiently ’ 


‘ Well said, tiue heart,’ replied Geraint, 

‘ but aims, 

That if the sparrow haw^k, this nephew , 
fight 

In next day’s touiney I may break his 
piide ’ 

And Yniol answ’-ei’d, ‘Arms, indeed, 
but old 

And lusty, old and lusty, Prince Geiaint, 
Aie mine, and theiefore at thine asking, 
thine 

But in this touinanient can no man tilt, 
Except the lady he loves best be theie 
Two forks are fi^t into the meadow' 
gi ound, 

And ovei these is placed a silvei wand, 
And over that a golden spairow hawk. 
The prize of beauty foi the fairest there 
And this, what knight soever be in field 
Lays claim to for the lady at his side, 
And tilts with my good nephew there 
upon, 

Who being apt at aims and big of bone 
Has ever won it for the lady with him, 
And toppling over all antagonism 
Has earn’d himself the name of sparrow 
haw k 

But thou, that hast no lady, canst not 
fight ’ 

To whom Geiamt with eyes all biight 
replied, 

I eaning a little toward him, ‘ Thy leave ’ 
Let me lay lance in rest, 0 noble host, 
Foi this deal child, because I never saw, 
Tho’ having seen all beauties of oiii time, 
Nor can see elsewhere, anything so fan 
And if I fall her name will yet lemain*’*' 
Untainish’d as before , but if I live, 

So aid me Heaven when at mine uttei 
most, 

As I will make hei truly my true wife ’ 

Then, howsoever patient, Yniol’s heait 
Danced in his bosom, seeing bettei days 
And looking lound he saw not Emd llieie, 
(Who hearing hei own name had stol’n 
away) 

But that old dame, to whom full tendeily 
And fondling all hei hand in his he said, 
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‘ Mother, a maiden is a tender thing, 

And best by her that bore her understood 
Go thou to rest, but eie thou go to lest 
Tell her, and piove hex heart towaid the 
Pimce ’ 

So spake the kmdly-heaited Eail, and 
she 

With frequent smile and nod departing 
found, 

Half disarray’d as to her rest, the girl , 
Whom fiist she kiss’d on eithei cheek, 
and then 

On eithei shining shoulder laid a hand. 
And kept her off and gazed upon her face. 
And told hei all their converse m the hall, 
Proving her heart but nevei light and 
shade 

Coursed one another more on open giound 
Beneath a tioubled heaven, than red and 
pale 

Across the face of Enid hearing hei , 
While slowly falling as a scale that falls, 
When weight is added only grain by giain, 
Sank hei sweet head upon her gentle 
breast , 

Noi did she lift an eye noi speak a word, 
Rapt m the feai and m the wonder of it , 
So moving without answei to hei rest 
She found no lest, and ever fail’d to draw 
The quiet night into her blood, but lay 
Contemplating hex own unwoithmess , 
And when the pale and bloodless east 
began 

To quicken to the sun, arose, and iiised 
Hei mother too, and hand in hand they 
moved 

Down to the meadow ivheie the jousts 
weie held, 

And waited theie foi Ymol and Geraint 

And thither came the twain, and when 
Geraint 

Beheld hei first m held, awaiting him. 
He felt, weie she the piize of bodily force, 
Himself beyond the rest pushing could 
move 

The chair of Idris Yniol’s rusted aims 
Were on his princely peison, but thro’ 
these 


Piincelike his beaiing shone , and errant 
knights 

And ladies came, and by and by the towm 

Flow’d m, and settling circled all the lists 

And there they fixt the forks into the 
giound, 

And ovei these they placed the silver wand, 

And over that the golden spaiiow-hawk 

Then Yniol’s nephew, after tiumpet 
blown, 

Spake to the lady with him and pio- 
claim’d, 

^ Advance and take as fairest of the fan, 

For I these two years past have won it 
foi thee, 

The prize of beauty ’ Loudly spake the 
Prince, 

‘Foibear theie is a worthiei,’ and the 
knight 

With some smpnse and thiice as much 
disdain 

Turn’d, and beheld the four, and all his 
face 

Glow’d like the heart of a gieat fire at 
Yule, 

So burnt he was with passion, crying out, 

‘ Do battle foi it then,’ no more , and 
thrice 

They clash’d togethei, and thrice they 
biake then spears 

Then each, dishorsed and di awing, lash’d 
at each 

So often and with such blows, that all the 
crowd 

Wondei’d, and now and then fiom distant 
walls 

There came a clapping as of phantom 
hands 

So twice they fought, and twice the) 
breathed, and still 

The dew of their great laboiu, and the 
blood 

Of their strong bodies, flowung, diain’d 
their force 

But eithei’s force was match’d till Yniol’s 

ciy, 

‘ Remembei that great insult done the 
Queen,’ 

Inci eased Geraint’s, who heaved his blade 
aloft, 
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And crack’d the helmet thio’, and bit the 
bone, 

And fell’d him, and set fool upon hib 
bi cast, 

And said, ‘Thy name?’ To whom the 
fallen man 

Made answei, groaning, ‘Edyin, son of 
Nudd f 

Ashamed am I that I should tell it thee 
My pnde is bioken men have seen my 
fall ’ 

‘Then, Edyin, son of Nudd,’ icplied 
Geraint, 

‘ These two things shall thou do, oi else 
thou diest 

First, thou thyself, with damsel and with 
dwaif, 

Shalt iide to Arthur’s couit, and coming 
there, 

Ciave pardon for that insult done the 
Queen, 

And shalt abide her judgment on it , next, 
Thou shalt give back their earldom lo tny 
kin 

These two things shalt thou do, or thou 
shall die ’ 

And Edym answer’d, ‘ These things will 
I do, 

Foi I have never yet been ovei thrown, 
And thou hast oveithiown me, and 1113- 
piide 

Is broken down, for Emd sees my fall ’’ 
And using up, he lode to Arthur’s couit. 
And there the Queen foigave him easily 
And being young, he changed and came 
to loathe 

His dime of traitoi, sIowl> drew himsdf 
Bright fiom his old dark life, and fell at 
last 

In the great battle fighting foi the King 

But when the thud day from the 
huntmg-morn 

Made a low splendour m the world, and 
wings 

Moved in her ivy, Enid, for she lay 
With hei fair head m the dim yellow light, 
Among the dancing shadows of the buds, 
Woke and bethought her of her piomise 
given 


No later than last eve to Pi nice Geiamt — 
So bent he seem’d on going the thud da>, 
He would not leave hei, till hei pioniise 
giv en — 

To iide with him this moinmg to the 
court, 

And theic be made known to the stately 
Queen, 

And theie be wedded with all ceremony 
At this she cast hei eyes upon hei dress, 
And thought it nevei yet had look’d so 
mean 

For as a leaf in mid Novembei is 
To what It was m imd 0 « tobei, seem’d 
the diesb tint now^ she look’d on to the 
diesa 

She look d on eie the coming of Gciaint 
x\nd still she look’d, and still the tCiioi 
giew 

Of that stiange biight and ch cad fill thing, 
a com I, 

All stiimg at hci in hei faded silk 
And soltly to hei ow n sw cet heait she said 

‘This noble piince who won oiu 
eaildom Incl , 

So splendid in his acts and his attire, 
Sweet heneen, how^ raueh I shall disciedit 
linn ' 

Would he eoiild taiiy w ith us ht rc awliile, 
But being so beholden to the Jhmee, 

It weie but little gnee m my of us, 

Bent as he seem’d on going this third da} , 
To seek a second ra\oiu at his hands 
Yet if he could but tairy a day 01 two, 
Myself would woik eye dim, and finger 
lame, > . 

Far liefei than so much disci edit him ’ 

And Enid fell m longing foi a chess 
All bianeh’d and flower’d with gold, a 
cosily gift 

Of her good mother, gwen hei on the 
night 

Before hci birthday, thiee sid yeais igo, 
That night of fiie, when Ed} in saek’d 
then house, 

And scattei’d all they had to all the w mds 
Foi while the mothei show’d it, and the 
two 
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A\ere tinning and admiimg it, the woik 
To both appeal’d so costly, rose a ciy 
That Edyrn’s men were on them, and they 
fied 

With little save the jewels they had on, 
Which being sold and sold had bought 
them biead 

And Edyrn’s men had caught them in 
then flight, 

And placed them in this ruin , and she 
wish’d 

The Prince had found her in hei ancient 
home , 

Then let hei fancy flit across the past, 
And roam the goodly places that she 
knew , 

And last bethought her how she used to 
watch, 

Near that old home, a pool of golden caip , 
And one was patch’d and bluir’d and 
lustieless 

Among his burnish’d biethren of the pool, 
And half asleep she made comparison 
Of that and these to hei o\’vn faded self 
And the gay court, and fell asleep again , 
And cheamt herself was such a faded foim 
Among hei buimsh’d sisteis of the pool , 
But this was in the gaidcn of a king , 
And Iho’ she lay daik in the pool, she 
knew 

That all as bright , that all about were 
buds 

Of sunny pluniL in gilded tieliis woik , 
That all the tuif was rich in plots that 
look’d 

Each hke a giiiiet or a Uukis m it , 

And loids and ladies of the high couit 
^ ^ went 

In silver tissue talking things of state , 
And childien of the King in cloth of 
gold 

Glanced at the doois or gambol’d doun 
the walks , 

And while she thought " 1 hey \\ ill not 
see me,’ came 

A stately queen whose name was 
Guinevcie, 

And all the children in then cloth of gold 
Ran to hei, ciymg, ‘If we have fish at 
all 


Let them be gold , and chaige the 
gaideners now 

To pick the faded cieature fiom the pool, 
And cast it on the mixen that it die ’ 
And therewithal one came and seized on 
hei, 

And Emd staited waking, with her heait 
All oveishadow’d by ^he foolish dream, 
And lo ' It was hei mother giasping her 
To get her well awake , and m her hand 
A suit of blight apparel, which she laid 
Flat on the couch, and spoke exultingly 

‘ See here, my child, how fresh the 
colouis look, 

How fast they hold like colouis of a shell 
That keeps the wear and polish of the 
wave 

Why not^ It never yet was woin, I tiow 
Look on It, child, and tell me if ye know 
It ’ 

And Enid look’d, but ab confused at 
fiist, 

Gould scaice clnide it fiom her foolish 
dieam 

riien sa{ldcnl> she knew it and lejoiced, 
And answci’d, ‘Yea, I know it, >our 
good gift. 

So sadly lost on that unhappy night , 
Voui ow n good gift ’ ’ ‘ Yea, suiely,’ said 
the dame, 

‘ And gladly given again this happy mom 
For when the jousts weie ended jcsteiday, 
Went Yniol thro’ the town, and evei} 
wheie 

He found the sack and plundei of oiu 
house 

All scattci’d till o’ the houses of the town , 
And gave command that all which once 
w^s ouis 

Should now he ouis again and y ester eve, 
While }e weie talking sweetly with yoin 
Pimce, 

Came one w ith this and laid it in uiy hand, 
For lo^e oi fear, or seel ing favour of us, 
Because we have oui eaiklom buck again 
And yester eve I would not tell you of it, 
But kept It foi a sweet siupiise at mom 
Yea, tiiily is it not a sweet sin prise ^ 
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Foi I myself unwillingly ha\e worn 
My faded suit, as >ou, my child, have 
yours, 

And howsoevei patient, Yniol his 
Ah, deal, he took me from a goodly house, 
With stole of rich apparel, sumptuous faie, 
And page, and maid, and squire, and 
seneschal, 

And pastime both of hawk and hound, 
and all 

That aippertains to noble maintenance 
Yea, and he brought me to a goodly house , 
But since oui foitune swerved fiom sun to 
shade, 

And all thro’ that young traitoi, cruel need 
Constiain’d us, but a better lime has 
come , 

So clothe yourself in this, that bettei fits 
Our mended fortunes and a Prince’s bride 
Foi tho’ ye won the prize of faiiest fan, 
And tho’ I heard him call you fairest fan. 
Let never maiden think, howe-vei fan. 
She IS not fairer in new clothes than old 
And should some gieat couit-lady say, the 
Prince 

Hath pick’d a lagged-robm fiom the 
hedge. 

And like a madman brought her to the 
court, 

Then were ye shamed, and, voise, might 
shame the Prince 

To whom we are beholden , but I know, 
When my deal child is set forth at her best, 
That neither coujt nor countiy, tho’ they 
sought 

Thro’ all the piovmces like those of old 
That lighted on Queen Esther, has her 
match ’ 

Here ceased the kindly mother out of 
breath , 

And Enid listen’d brightening as she lay. 
Then, as the white and glittering stai of 
mom 

Paits from a hank of snow, and by and by 
Slips into golden cloud, the maiden rose, 
And left her maiden couch, and lobed 
herself, 

Help’d by the mother’s careful hand and 
eye, 


Without a minor, in the gorgeous gown, 
Who, aftei, turn’d hei daughtei round, 
and said. 

She ne'ver yet had seen hei half so fair , 
And call’d hei like that maiden in the tale, 
Whom Gwydion made by glamour out of 
flow ers, 

And sweeter than the biide of Cassivelaun, 
Flui, for whose love the Roman CTesai 
fiist 

Invaded Britain, ‘ But we beat him back, 
As this great Piince invaded us, and we, 
Not beat him back, but welcomed him 
with joy 

And I can scarcely iide with you to court, 
Foi old am I, and rough the w^ays and 
wild , 

But Yniol goes, and I full oft shall dream 
I see my princess as I see her now, 
Clothed with my gift, and gay among the 
gay’ 

But while the w^omen thus rejoiced, 
Geraint 

Woke w'heie he slept in the high hall, and 
call’d 

For Enid, and when Yniol made lepoit 
Of that good mothei making Enid gay 
In such apparel as might well beseem 
liis pimcess, oi indeed the stalely Queen, 
He answ^er’d ^ Eail, entreat hei by my 
love, 

Albeit I give no icason but my wish, 

1 hat she ride with me m hei faded silk ’ 
Ymol with that hard message went , it fell 
Like flaws in summer la>mg lusty com 
For Emd, all abash’d she knew not why, 
Dared not to glance at her good mother’s - 
face, 

But silently, m all obedience, 

Her mother silent too, noi helping hei, 
Laid from her limbs the costly bioidci d 
gift, 

And robed them m her ancient suit again, 
And so descended Never man rejoiced 
Moie than Geiaint to greet hei thus 
attiied , 

And glancing all at once as keenly at hei 
As careful robins eye the delvei’s toil, 
Made hei cheek bum and either eyelid fall, 
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But rested with hei sweet face satisfied , 
Then seeing cloud upon the mother’s brow, 
Hei by both hands he caught, and sweetly 
said, 

O my new inothei, be not wioth oi 
grieved 

At thy new son, for my petition to hei 
When late I left Caerleon, our gieat 
Queen, 

In woids whose echo lasts, they weie so 
sweet. 

Made piomise, that whatever biide I 
bi ought, 

Herself would clothe her like the sun m 
Heaven 

1 hereaftei , when I reach’d this min’d hall, 
Beholding one so blight in dark estate, 

I \ow’d that could I gain her, oui fair 
Queen, 

No hand but heis, should make your Emd 
burst 

& unlike from cloud — and likewise thought 
perhaps, 

That seivice done so giaciousl} would 
bind 

The two together , fain I would the two 
Should love each othei how can Enid 
find 

A nobler fiiend ^ Anothei thought was 
mine , 

I came among you here so suddenl}', 

That tho’ her gentle piesence at the lists 
hlight w^ell have seived for proof that I 
was loved, 

I doubted whether daughter’s tenderness, 
Or easy nature, might not let itself 
^ Be moulded by your wishes for hei weal , 
Oi whetliei some false sense m hei own 
self 

Of my contrasting brightness, oveiboie 
Her fancy dwelling m this dusky hall , 
And such a sense might make her long 
foi couit 

And all its peiilous gloiies and I 
thought, 

That could I someway pio\e such foice 
in hei 

Link’d with such lo\e for me, that at a 
w^oid 


(No reason given her) she could cast aside 
A splendoui dear to women, new to her, 
And therefore deaier , or if not so new, 
Yet therefore tenfold dearei by the power 
Of intermitted usage , then I felt 
That I could rest, a rock m ebbs and 
flows, 

Fixt on hei faith Now, therefore, I do 
lest, 

A prophet ceitain of my prophecy, 

That never shadow of mistiust can cross 
Between us Grant me pardon for my 
thoughts 

And for my strange petition I wall make 
Amends hereafter by some gaudy day, 
When youi fair child shall wear your 
costly gift 

Beside your own waim health, with, on 
her knees, 

Who know^s^ anothei gift of the high 
God, 

Yhich, maybe, shall have learn ’d to lisp 
you thanks ’ 

He spoke the mothei smiled, but half 
in teais, 

Then brought a mantle down and wrapt 
her in it, 

And claspt and kiss d hei, and they lode 
away 

Now thiice that moinmg Guinea eie had 
climb’d 

The giant lowei, from whose high ciest, 
they say, 

Men saw the goodly hills of Somerset, 
And white sails flying on the yellow sea , 
But not to goodly hill oi yellow sea 
Look’d the fan Queen, but up the \ale 
of Usk, 

By the flat meadow, till she saw them 
come , 

And then descending met them at the 
gates, 

Embraced her with all welcome as a 
fuend, 

And did hei honour as the Prince’s bade, 
And clothed hei foi hei bridals like the 
sun , 

And all that week was old Caerleon ga) , 
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For by the hands of Bubiic, the high 
saint. 

They twain were wedded with all ceie- 
mony 

And this was on the last yeai’s Whit- 
suntide 

But Enid evei kept the faded silk, 
Remembenng how hist he came on hei, 
Diest in that diess, and how he lo-ved 
hei m It, 

And all her foolish feais about the diess, 
And ail his jouiney toward hei, as him 
self 

Had told her, and then coming to the 
court 

\nd now this morning when he said 
to hei, 

‘Put on your woist and meanest dress,’ 
she found 

And took it, and ai ray’d herself theicin 
II 

O purblind race of miserable men, 
How many among us at this very houi 
Do foige a life long trouble foi ourselves, 
By taking line foi false, o^* false for tiue , 
Heic, thro’ the feeble tw iliglit of this woild 
Groping, how many, until wc pass and 
reach 

That other, where wc sec as wc aic seen ’ 

bo fared it with Geiamt, who i^-siung 
foi th 

That morning, when they both had got 
to hoise, 

Perhaps because be loved her passionately , 
And felt that tempest brooding lound his 
heart, 

AVliich, if he spoke at all would bieak 
pel foi ce 

Upon a head so dear m thunder, said 
‘ Not at my side I charge thee ude 
before, 

Ever a good way on before , and this 
I charge thee, on thy duty as a wife, 
Whatever happens, not to speak to me, 
No, not a word ’’ and Enid was aghast , 
And forth they rode, but scaice three 
paces on, 


When ciying out, ‘ Eftennnate as I am, 

I will not light my way wnth gilded aims, 
All shall be non,’ he loosed a mighty 
purse, 

Hung at his belt, and hiiil’d it toward 
the squire 

So the last sight that Emd had ot home 
Was all the marble thieshold flashii\', 
shown 

With gold and scatter’d coinage, incl the 
squire 

Chafing his shoulder thv,n he ciied again, 

‘ To the w lids ' ’ and Enid leading clov n 
the tiaeks 

Thio’ which he bad hei lead him on, 
the} past 

The maiches, and by bandit haunted 
holds, 

Giay swamps and pools, waste places of 
the hern, 

And wildernesses, pciilous paths, they 
lode 

Round w IS then pace at fust, but slacken d 
soon 

A stiangci meeting them had sui dy 
thought 

They locle so slowly and thc} look’d so 
]>ale, 

lhat cadi hid suficr’d some eveecdnig 
wnoiig 

Foi he w IS cvci saying to linnseif, 

‘O t that wasted time to tenrl upon hei, 
lo compass hci with sweet obstivaiiccs, 
lo chess hci beautifully and keep hei 
tiue ’ — 

And theie he bioke thc sentence in hio 
hcait 

Abiuptly, IS a man upon his tongue 
May bleak it, when his passion masters 
him 

And she was ever piaying the sweet 
heavens 

lo save hci dear loid whole fiom any 
w oimd 

And cvei in her mind she cist abf ut 
Foi that unnoticed failing in hci self, 
Which made him look so cloudy and so 
cold , 

Till the gieal plovei’s hum ni whistle 
amazed 
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Ilei Iieait, and glancing lound the waste 
she feai’d 

In e'veiy wavcimg brake an ambubcade 
Ihen thought again, ‘ If there be such in 
me, 

T might amend it by the grace ot Hea\ en. 
If he would only speak and tell me of it ’ 

But when the fouith part of the day 
was gone, 

Then Enid was a’waie of thiee tall knights 
On horseback, wholly aim’d, behind a 
lock 

In shadow, waiting foi them, caitiffs all , 
And heard one crying to his fellow, 

‘ Look, 

Here comes a laggard hanging down his 
head, 

Who seems no bolder than a beaten 
hound , 

Lome, we wail slay him and will have his 
horse 

And aimoLii, and his damsel shall be 
oriis ’ 

Then Enid pondei’d in her lieart, and 
said 

‘ I will go back a little to m) lord, 

And I will tell him all then cnitih talk , 
Foi, be he wroth e\en to slaying me, 

Fai liefei by his dcai hand had I die, 

1 ban that my lord should suffei loss oi 
shame ’ 

Then she went back some paces of 
letuin, 

hlet his full flown timidly firm, and said , 
Ally loid, I saw three bandits by the 
lock 

AVailmg to fall on you, and hcaid them 
boast 

That they w^ould slay }ou, and possess 
your hoise 

And aimour, and your damsel should be 
theirs ’ 

Fie made a wialhful answei *Did I 
wash 

Four warning oi }oui silence^ one com 
mand 

I laid upon you, not to speak to me, 


And thus ye keep it ’ Well then, look 
— for now, 

Whether ye wash me victory or defeat, 
Long for my life, or hunger foi my death, 
Yourself shall see my vigour is not lost ’ 

Then Enrd waited pale and souowfnl, 
And down upon him baie the bandit 
three 

And at the midmost chaigmg, Prince 
Geraint 

Dra\e the long spear a cubit tin o’ his 
breast 

And out beyond, and then against his 
hi ace 

Of comiades, each ot whom had broken 
on him 

A lance that splinter’d like an icicle, 
Swung from his biand a windy buffet out 
Once, twice, to right, to left, and stunn’d 
the twain 

Oi slew them, and dismounting like a man 
That skins the wild beast alter slaving 
him, 

Stript horn the three dead wolves of 
woman boin 

The three gay suits ot armour which thev 
wore, 

A^nd let the bodies he, but bound the suits 
Of armour on then horses, each on erch, 
And lied the biidle reins of all the thiee 
rogethei, and srid to hei, ‘Dii\e them 
on 

Before you and she cliove them tin o’ 
the waste 

lie follow’d ncaici ruth began 1o 
work 

Vgainst his anger in him, while he watch’d 
The being he loved best m all the woild, 
W ith difficulty in mild obedience 
Driving them on he fam had spoken to 
her, 

Xnd loosed m woids of sudekn fiie the 
w 1 1 th 

Vnd smoulder’d wiong that burnt him all 
within , 

t>ut e\eimoic it seem’d an easier thing 
At once without lemoisc to strike hei 
dead, 
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Than to ciy ‘ Halt,’ and to hex own 
bright face 

Accuse her of the least immodesty 
And thus tongue-tied, it made him wroth 
the more 

That she could speak whom his own ear 
had heaid 

Call lieiself false and suffeiing thus he 
made 

Minutes an age but m scaice longer time 
Than at Caerleon the full tided Usk, 
Before he turn to fall seawaid again, 
Pauses, did Enid, keeping watch, behold 
In the first shallow shade of a deep wood, 
Befoie a gloom of stubborn shafted oaks, 
Three other hoi semen waiting, wholly 
arm’d, 

AVheieof one seem’d fai larger than hei 
loid, 

And shook her pulses, crying, ‘Look, a 
prize ’ 

Three horses and thiee goodly suits of 
arms, 

And all in charge of whom ^ a gnl set on ’ 

‘ Nay,’ said the second, ‘jondei comts a 
knight ’ 

The third, ‘A ciaven , how he hangs his 
head ’ 

The giant answei ’d meinly, ‘ Yea, but onc^ 
Wait here, and when he passes fall upon 
him ’ 

And Enid pondei’d in hei heait and 
said, 

‘ I will abide the coming of my lord, 

And I will tell him all their willamy 
My lord is weaiy with the fight before. 
And they will fall upon him unawares 
I needs must disobey him for his good , 
How should I daie obey him to his haim ^ 
Needs must I speak, and tho’ he kill me 
for it, 

I save a life deaiei to me than mine ’ 

And she abode his coming, and said to 
him 

With timid firmness, ‘Have I leave to 
speak ? ’ 

He said, ‘Ye take it, speaking,’ and she 
spoke 


‘ There luik thiee villains yondei in the 
wood, 

And each of them is wholly arm’d, and one 
Is larger limb’d than you aie, and they say 
That they will fall upon you while ye 
pass ’ 

To which he flung a wrathful answei 
back 

‘And if theie weie an bundled in the 
wood, 

And eveiy man wcie laiger limb’d than I, 
And all at once should sally out upon me, 
I swear it would not ruffle me so much 
As you that not obey me Stand aside, 
And if I fail, cleave to the bettei man ’ 

And Enid stood aside to wait the event, 
Not dare to watch the combat, only 
bieatlie 

Shoit fits of piayei, at eveiy stioke a 
breath 

And he, she dieaded most, baie down 
upon him 

Aim’d at the helm, his lance err’d , but 
Geiaint s, 

A little in the late cncountei stiam’d, 
Struck thro’ the bulky bandit’s corselet 
home, 

And then brake sboit, and clown his 
enemy roll’d, 

And theie lay still , as he that tells the 
tale 

Saw once a gieat piece of a piomontoiy, 
That had a sapling giowmg on it, slide 
From the long shoie cliff’s windy walls 
to the bcaeli, 

And theie he still, and yet the sapling 
grew 

So lay the man transfixt His> ciaven pair 
Of comiades making slowliei at llie 
Prince, 

Akhen now they saw their bulwaik fallen, 
stood , 

On whom the victoi, to confound them 
moie, 

bpuii’d with his teinble wai cry , foi as 
one, 

That listens neai a touent mountain 
biook, 
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All thro’ the crash of theneai cataract heais 
The diummmg thunder of the hugei fall 
At distance, were the soldiers wont to 
hear 

His voice in battle, and be kindled by it, 
And foemen scared, like that false pair 
who turn’d 

Flying, but, overtaken, died the death 
Themselves had wrought on many an 
innocent 

Thereon Geraint, dismounting, pick’d 
the lance 

That pleased him best, and diew from 
those dead wolves 

Then three gay suits of aimour, each from 
each. 

And bound them on then horses, each on 
each, 

And tied the bndle-rems of all the three 
Together, and said to her, ‘ Diive them on 
Before you,’ and she drove them thio’ the 
wood 

He follow’d nearer still the pain she 
had 

To keep them m the wild ways of the 
wood, 

Two sets of three laden with jmgling 
aims, 

Together, served a little to disedge 
The shaipness of that pam about her 
heart 

And they themselves, like creatures gently 
born 

But into bad hands fall’n, and now so long 
By bandits groom’d, prick’d their light 
ears, and felt 

Her low firm voice and tender government 

So thro’ the gieen gloom of the wood 
they past, 

And issuing under open heavens beheld 
A little town with towers, upon a lock, 
And close beneath, a meadow gemlike 
chased 

111 the brown wald, and mowers mowing 
in it 

And down a locky pathway fiom the place 
There came a fair bail’d joutli, that m 
his hand 


Bare victual for the mowers and Geiamt 
Had ruth again on Enid looking pale 
Then, moving downwaid to the meadow 
ground, 

He, when the fair hair’d youth came by 
him, said, 

* Fiiend, let her eat , the damsel is so 
faint ’ 

'Yea, willingly,’ replied the youth, ‘and 
thou. 

My lord, eat also, tho’ the faie is coaise, 
And only meet for moweis ,’ then set 
down 

His basket, and dismounting on the swaid 
They let the hoises giaze, and ate them 
selves 

And Emd took a little delicately. 

Less having stomach foi it than desiie 
To close with hei loid’s pleasure , but 
Geraint 

Ate all the mowers’ victual unawares, 
And when he found all empty, w^as 
amazed , 

And ‘ Boy,’ said he, ‘ I have eaten all, 
but take 

A horse and aims for guerdon , choose 
the best ’ 

He, leddening in extremity of delight, 

‘ My lord, you overpay me fifty-fold ’ 

‘ Ye will be all the wealthier,’ cried the 
Piince 

‘ I take it as free gift, then,’ said the boy, 

‘ Not gueidon , foi myself can easily, 
While youi good damsel rests, return, 
and fetch 

Fresh victual foi these moweis of oui 
Eail , 

For these aie his, and all the field is his, 
And I myself am his , and I will tell 
him 

How gieat a man thou ait he loves to 
know 

When men of mark aie in his teiritoiy 
And he will ha\e thee to his palace here, 
And serve thee costliei than with mowxi s’ 
faie ’ 

Then said Geraint, ‘ I wish no bettc r 
fare 

I nevei ate with angrier appetite 
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Than when I left }our mowers dinneiless 
And into no Eail’s palace will I go 
I know, God knows, too much of 
palaces ' 

And if he want me, let him come to me 
But hue us some fair chamber for the 
night, 

And stalling for the horses, and letuui 
With 'Victual for these men, and let us 
know ’ 

‘Yea, my kind lord,’ said the glad 
youth, and went, 

Held his head high, and thought himself 
a knight, 

And up the rocky pathway disappear’d, 
Leading the hoise, and they weie left 
alone 

But when the Punce had bi ought his 
enant eyes 

Home from the rock, sideways he let 
them glance 

At Enid, wheie she droopt his own 
false doom, 

That shadowof mistiustshould never cioss 
Betwut them, came upon him, and he 
sigh’d , 

Then with another humoious luth re 
maik’d 

The lusty moweis laboming dmneiless, 
And w'atch’d the sun blaze on the turning 
scythe, 

And aftei nodded sleepily m the heat 
But she, lememhering her old lum’d hall, 
And all the windy clamoiu of the daws 
About hei hollow turret, pluck’d the 
grass 

There growing longest by the meadow’s 
edge, 

And into many a listless annulet, 

Now over, now beneath hei maniage 

ling, 

Wove and unwove it, till the boy letuin’d 
And told them of a chamber, and they 
went , 

Where, after saying to hei, ‘ If ye will, 
Call foi the woman of the house,’ to which 
She answer’d, ^Thanks, my lord,’ the 
two remain’d 


Apait by all the chambei’s width, and 
mute 

As cieatuies voiceless thio' the fault of 
biith, 

Or two wild men supportexs of a shield, 
Painted, who staie at open space, noi 
glance 

The one at othei, paited by the shield 

On a sudden, many a \ oice along the 
stieet, 

And heel against the pavement echoing, 
buist 

Then diowse , and eithei started while 
the door. 

Push’d fiom without, diavc backwmid to 
the wall, 

And midmost of a lout of loibteieis, 
Femininely fan and dissolutely pale, 

Flei suitoi in old ycais befoie Geiaint, 
Enter’d, the wild loid of the place, 
Limours 

He moving up with pliant courtliness, 
Gicetcd Geiamt full face, but stealthily, 
In the mid w ninth of welcome and graspt 
hand, 

Found Emd wuth the comer of his eye, 
And knew hei silting sad and solitaiy 
Then ciicd Geiaint foi wine and goodly 
eheei 

To feed the sudden guest, and sump 
tuously 

According to his fashion, bad the host 
Call m what men soevei weie his fiiends, 
And feast with these m hoiioui of then 
Eail , 

‘And caie not for the cost , the cost is 
mine ’ 

And wme and food weie bi ought, and 
Earl Limours 

Drank till he jested with all ease, and told 
Free tales, and took the woid and play’d 
upon it, 

And made it of two colouis , foi his talk, 
When wine and fiee companions kindled 
him, 

Was w ont to glance and spaikle like a gem 
Of hfty faeets , thus he mo\ed the Pance 
To laughtei and his comiades to applause 


c 
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Ihen, when the Prince was meir}, asVd 
Limouis, 

‘ Your leave, iny lord, to cross the loom, 
and speak 

To youi good damsel there ■who sits apait, 
Ynd seems so lonely ^ ‘ hly free leave,’ 

he said , 

‘ Get her to speak she doth not speak to 
me ’ 

Then lose Limouis, and looking at his 
feet, 

Like him -who tiies the budge he feais 
may fail, 

Ciost and came neai, lifted adoring eyes, 
Bow’d at her side and utter’d whisper 
ingly 

' Enid, the pilot stai of my lone life, 
Emd, my eaily and my only lo\e, 

Enid, the loss of whom hath turn’d me 
wild — 

^'Vhat chance is this^ how is it I see you 
heie 

Ye aie in my po’w^ei at last, are in m} 
powei 

Yet feai me not I call mine o'^in self 
wild. 

But keep a touch of sw^eet ci\ ility 
Heie in the heait of waste and wilderness 
I thought, hut that youi father came 
between, 

In foimei days you saw me favoiuably 
And if It weie so do not keep it back 
Make me a little happier let me know it 
Ovie you me nothing for a life half lost ^ 
Yea, yea, the whole dear debt of all you 
aie 

, And, Enid, you and he, I see with joy, 
Ye sit apart, you do not speak to him, 
Vou come wath no attendance, pige oi 
maid, 

To seive you — doth he love you as of old ^ 
For, call it lovers’ quauels, >et I know^ 
Tho’ men may bicker wnth the things they 
lo\e, 

They would not make them laughable in 
all eyes, 

Not while they loved than, md youi 
wi etched dress, 

A wnetched insult on you, dumbly speaks 


Youi story, that this man lo\es you no 
more 

Your beauty is no beau tv to him now 
A common chance — light well I know it 
—pall’d— 

Foi I know men noi will ye win h m 
back, 

For the man’s lo\e once gone ne\ei 
returns 

But heie is one who lm.es you as of old , 
With more exceeding passion than of old 
Good, speak the word my followed s img 
him lound 

He sits unarm’d , I hold a fingei up , 
They undei stand nay , I do not mean 
blood 

Noi need ye look so scared at what I say 
My malice is no deeper than a moat. 

No stronger than a wall theie is the 
keep , 

Pie shall not cioss us moie, speak but 
the ■word 

Oi speak It not , but then by Plim that 
made me 

The one true loaei whom you Cvcr own d, 

I will make use of all the power I lime 
O paidon me ’ the madness of that houi, 
When hist I parted from thee, mo\es me 
yet ’ 

At this the tendei sound of his own 
\oice 

And sw^eet self pit}, or the fancy of it, 
Made his eye moist , hut Enid le I’d his 
eyes, 

Moist as they weie, wane heated fioni the 
feast , 

And answei’d with such ciaft as w^omen 
use, 

Guilty or guiltless, to stave off a chance 
That bleaks upon them peiilousl}, and 
said 

‘Eail, if you loae me as in foimer 
yeai s, 

And do not practise on me, come with 
mom, 

And snatch me fiom him as by Molence , 
Lta\e me tonight 1 am weaiy^' to the 
death ’ 
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Low at leave taking, with his brandish’d 
plume 

Brushing his instep, bow’d the all- 
amoious Earl, 

And the stout Prince bad him a loud 
good night 

tie moving homewaid babbled to his men, 
How Enid nevei loved a man but him, 
Nor caied a broken egg shell for her loid 

But Emd left alone with Prince Geraint, 
Debating his command of silence gncn, 
And that she now peiforce must violate it, 
Held commune with herself, and while 
she held 

He fell asleep, and Emd had no heait 
To wake him, but hung o’ei him, wholly 
pleased 

To find him yet unwounded after fight, 
And hear him breathing low and equally 
Anon she rose, and stepping lightly, 
heap’d 

The pieces of his armour m one place, 

All to be there against a sudden need , 
Then dozed awhile herself, but ovei toil’d 
By that day’s grief and tiavel, eveimore 
Seem’d catching at a lootless thorn, and 
then 

Went slipping down horrible piecipices, 
And stiongly staking out her limbs 
awoke , 

Then thought she heard the wild Eail at 
the door, 

With all his rout of random followers, 
Sound on a dreadful trumpet, summoning 
her , 

Which was the red cock shouting to the 
light, 

As the gray dawn stole o’er the dewy 
world, 

And glimmei’d on his aimour in the loom 
And once again she lose to look at it, 
But touch’d it unawaies jangling, the 
casque 

Fell, and he staited up and stared at hei 
Then breaking his command of silence 
given, 

She told him all that Eail Limouis had 
said, 

Except the passage that he loved her not , 


Noi left untold the craft heiself had used , 
But ended with apology so sweet, 

Low spoken, and of so few^ words, and 
seem’d 

So justified by that necessity, 

That tho’ he thought ^ was it foi him she 
■wept 

In Devon he but gave a wrathful groan, 
Saying, ‘Your sweet faces make good 
fellows fools 

And tiaitors Call the host and bid him 
bung 

Chaiger and palfrey ’ So she glided out 
Among the heavy bieathmgs of the 
house, 

And like a household Spiut at the walls 
Beat, till she woke the sleepeis, and 
return’d 

Then tending hei lough loid, tho’ all 
unask’d, 

In silence, did him service as a squire , 
Till issuing arm’d he found the host and 
cried, 

‘Thy reckoning, friencP’ and eie he 
learnt it, ‘ Take 

Five hoises and their armouis and the 
host 

Suddenly honest, answer’d m amaze, 

‘My lord, I scuce have spent the woith 
of one ’ ’ 

‘Ye will be all tho wealthiei,’ said the 
Pi nice, 

And then to Enid, ‘ Foiw'aid ’ and to 
day 

I charge you, Emd, more especially, 

What thing soevei ye may heai, oi see, 
Oi fancy (tho’ I count it of small use 
To charge you) that ye speak not but' 
obey ’ 

And Emd answer’d, ‘Yea, my lord, 

I know 

Your wish, and would obey , but riding 
first, 

I hear the violent threats you do not 
heai, 

I see the danger which ) oii cannot see 
Then not to give you warning, that seems 
hard , 

Almost beyond me yet I would obey ’ 
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* Yea so,’ said he, ‘doit be not too 
wise , 

Seeing that je aie wedded to a man, 

Not all mismated with a yawning clown, 
But one with aims to guaid his head and 
yoius, 

With eyes to find you out liowevei far, 
And eais to heai you even in his dreams ’ 

With that he turn’d and look’d as 
keenly at hei 

As careful robins eye the deher’s toil , 
And that within hei, which a wanton fool, 
Or hasty judgei would have call’d hei 
guilt, 

Made her cheek bum and eithei eyelid fall 
And Geraint look’d and was not satisfied 

Then foiwaid by a way which, beaten 
bioad, 

Led from the territory of false Limours 
1 o the waste earldom of another earl, 
Doorm, whom his shaking vassals call’d 
the Bull, 

Went Enid with hei sullen follovei on 
Once she look’d back, and wdien she saw 
him ride 

More near by many a lood than }cstcr- 
moin, 

It wellnigh made hei cheerful , till 
Geraint 

Waving an angiy hand as who should 
say 

‘Ye watch me,’ sadden’d all her heait 
again 

But while the sun yet beat a dewy blade, 
The sound of many a heavily-galloping 
' * hoof 

Smote on hei eai, and tinning loiind she 
saw 

Dust, and the points of lances bicker in it 
Then not to disobey hei loid’s behest, 
And yet to give him warning, foi he lode 
As if he heaid not, moving back she held 
Her finger up, and pointed to the dust 
At w^hicb the warrior in his obstinacy, 
Because she kept the lettei of his word, 
Was m a manner pleased, and turning, 
stood 

And m the moment after, wild Limouis, 


Borne on a black hoise, like a thunder 
cloud 

Whose skirts aie loosen d by the breaking 
storm, 

Half iidden off with by the thing he rode, 
And all in passion utteiing a diy sluiek, 
Dash’d on Geraint, who closed with him, 
and boie 

Down by the length of lance and arm 
beyond 

The crupper, and so left him stuiin’d oi 
dead, 

And o\eithiew the next that follow ’d him, 
And blindly rush’d on all the lout behind 
But at the flash and motion of the man 
They aanish’d panic stiicken, like a shoal 
Of daitmg fish, that on a summei morn 
Adown the crystal dykes at Camelot 
Come slipping o’er then shadow s on the 
sand, 

But if a man who stands upon the bunk 
But lift a shining hand against the sun, 
There is not left the twinkle of a fin 
Betwixt the cressy islets white in flowei , 
So, scared but at the motion of the man, 
Fled all the boon companions of the Earl, 
And left him l>ing m the public way , 

So vanish fiiendships only made in wine 

Then like a stormy sunlight smiled 
Gciaint, 

Who saw the chaigers of the two that fell 
Start fiom then fallen loids, and wildly fly, 
Mixt with the flyers ‘ Idorse and man,’ 
he said, 

‘ All of one mind and all right honest 
fiiends ’ 

Not a hoof left and I metliinks till now 
\Yas honest — paid with horses and with 
arms , 

I cannot steal or plimdei, no noi beg 
And so what say yc, shall w^e stiip him 
theie 

Your lo\er^ has >our palfrey heai t enough 
lo hear his ainioui ? shall we fist, oi 
dine^ 

No ^ — then do thou, being light honest, 
piay 

That we may meet the horsemen of Eail 
Doorm, 
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I too would still be honest ’ Thus he 
said 

And sadly gazing on hex biidle leins, 

And answeiing not one ^^ord, she led the 
way 

But as a min to whom i dreadful loss 
Falls in a fir lind and he knows it not, 
But coming back he leiins it, and the lohs 
So puns him tliat he sickens nigh to 
death , 

So fared it with Geraint, nho being piick’d 
In combat with the follo\\ei of Limoius, 
Bled underneath his arnioiu secictl}, 

And so rode on, nor told his gentle wife 
What ail’d him, hai dly know mg it himself, 
fill his eye diikenkl and his helmet 
wagg’d , 

A.nd at i sudeh n swerving of the loid, 
Tho’ happily down on i bank of gi iss, 
The Piuice, without i woid, fioni his 
horse fell 

And Emd heard the clashing of his fall, 
Suddenly came, and at his side all pale 
Dismounting, loosed the fastenings of his 
arms, 

Nor let hei true hand faltei, noi blue eye 
Moisten, till she had lighted on liis wound, 
And leaiing off hei ^clI of faded silk 
Had bated hei foiehead to the lihstcung 
sun, 

And swathed the hint that drain’d hci 
deal lord’s life 

Thenaftei allw^as done that hand could do, 
She rested, and hei desolation came 
Upon hei, and she wept beside the wa} 

And many past, but none rcgaided hei, 
For in that realm of lawless tuibulence, 
A woman weeping for hex murder’d mate 
Was cared as much for asasiimmei showex 
One took him foi a victim of Bail Dooim, 
Nor dared to waste a peulous pity on him 
Anotliei hunying past, a man at-aims, 
Rode on a mission to the bandit Fail , 
Half whistling and half singing a eoaise 
song, 

Fie diove the dust against hex veillesseyes 
Anothei, fiymgfrom thewiath of Dooim 
Befoie an e\ei fancied auow, made 


Ihe long way smoke beneath him m his 
feax , 

Ac which hex palfie) w^hinnjmg lifted 
heel, 

And scoui d into the coppices and w as lost, 
While the gieat chaigei stood, gue\c(l 
like a man 

But at the point of noon the huge Fail 
Dooim, 

Bioad faced with undci fringe of lussei 
beaicl, 

Bound on a foray, rolling eyes of pie}, 
Came iiding with a hundred hnces up , 
But eie he came, hi e one that hails a ship, 
Ciicd out wath i big \oice, ‘What, is ly 
dcatl 

‘No, no, not dead ’’ she answei d m all 
ha^te 

‘ Would some of } our kind people take 
him up, 

And bcai him hence out of this t uiel siin^ 
Most sure am I, quite suie, he is not dead ’ 

Then said Fail Doorm ‘ Well, if he 
be not dead, 

\\ hy w ail } e for him thus ^ } e seem a child 
And be he d( ad, I count )ou fox a fool , 
Vourwmling will not quicken him dead 
or not, 

\l max a comely face with wliot teais 
\ { t, since the face n comely-— someot )oii, 
Ilcie, take him up, and ben him to our 
liall 

An if he Ine, w?e will ln\e him of our 
hand , 

And if he die, why earth h"‘S cailh enough 
To hide him See \ e take the ehargei too,' 
X noble one ’ 

He spake, and past awn}, 
Bui left two brawny speaimen, who 
advanced, 

Fach growling like a dog, when his good 
bone 

Seems to be pluck’d at by the a illage bo} s 
Who lo\e to ve\ him eating, and he Aars 
To lose Ins bone, and la}s lus foot upon it, 
Gnawing and giowlmg so the luflians 
giowl’d, 

Feai mg to lose, and aU foi a dead nT'n, 
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Then chance of booty from the morning’s 
laid, 

Yet laised and laid him on a litter biei, 
Such as they hi ought upon their fora} s out 
For those that might be wounded , laid 
him on it 

All in the hollow of liis shield, and tooh 
And boie him to the naked hall of Dooim, 
(His gentle chaiger following him unled) 
And cast him and the biei in which he 
lay 

Down on an oaken settle m the hall, 

And then depaited, hot in haste to join 
Iheii luckiei mates, but giowling as 
befoic, 

And cui&ing then lost time, and the dead 
man, 

And then own Eail, and then o>\n souls, 
and hei 

They might as well ha\e blest hei she 
was deaf 

lo blessing oi to cuising sue fiom one 

So foi long hours sat Enid bj hci lord, 
There m the naked hall, piopping liis 
head, 

And chafing his pale hands, and calling 
to bun 

Till at the last he weaken’d from his sw oon. 
And found Ins own deai biicle pioppmg 
Ins head, 

And chafing his faint hands, and calling 
to him , 

And felt the waim teais falling on Ins face , 
And said to his own heait, ‘She weeps 
for me ’ 

And yet lay still, and feign’d himself as 
dead, 

That he might proa e her to the iittennosl, 
And say to his own heait, ‘She weeps 
fOx me ’ 

But in the falling afternoon return’d 
The huge Earl Dooim with plundci to 
the hall 

Ills lusty speaimcn follow’d him with 
noise 

Each hurling down a heap of things that 
lang 

Against the pa\e nent, cast his lance aside, 


And doff’d his helm and then theie 
fluttei’d in, 

Half bold, half-flighted, with dilated ej es, 

A tribe of women, diess’d in many hues, 
And mingled with the speaimen and 
Eail Dooim 

Stiuck with a knife’s haft haul against 
the boaid, 

And call’d foi flesh and wme to feed Ins 
speais 

And men brought in whole hogs ahd 
quaitei beeves, 

And all the hall w^as dim with steam of 
flesh 

And none spakt woid, but all sat down 
at once, 

And ate with tumult in the naked hall, 
Jeeding like hoises when }Ou heai them 
feed , 

Till Emd shrank far back into hei self, 

To shun the wild w ays of the lawless tribe 
But when Eail Dooim had eaten all he 

W OLlld, 

lie loll’d his eves about the hdl, and 
found 

A damsel diooping in a coinei of it 
ilien he lemembei’d hei, and how she 
w ept , 

I And out of hci theie came a power upon 
him , 

And ixsing on the sudden he said, ‘ Eat ' 
I never yet beheld a tiling so pale 
God’s cuise, it makes me mad to see you 
weep 

Eit ’ Look yourself Good luck had 
youi good man, 

I'oi weic I clead who is it wmiild w^eep 
foi me'^ 

Sweet lady, ntvei since I fiist diew bieath 
Have I beheld a lily like yourself 
And to theie lived some coloui in }oiu 
check, 

1 here is not one among my gentlewomen 
Were fit to weal )OUi slippei foi a glove 
But listen to me, and by me be ruled, 
And I will do the thing I have not done, 
Boi ye shall shaie my caildom with me, 
giik 

And we will live like two buds in one 
ne«t, 
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And I will fetch you foiige fiom all 
fields, 

Foi I compel all creatines to my will ’ 

He spoke the brawny speaiman let 
his cheek 

Bulge with the unswallow’d piece, and 
tinning stared , 

While some, whose souls the old serpent 
long had diawn 

Down, as the worm draws in the withei’d 
leaf 

“knd makes it earth, hiss’d each at other’s 
ear 

What shall not be lecoided — women they, 

Women, or what had been those gracious 
things. 

But now desired the humbling of their 
best. 

Yea, would have help’d him to it and 
all at once 

They hated her, who took no thought of 
them, 

But answer’d in low i oice, hei meek head 
yet 

Diooping, H pray you of yoin couitesy, 

He being as he is, to let me be ’ 

She spake so low he hardly heard her 
speak, 

But like a mighty patron, satisfied 

With uhat himself had done so giaci- 
ously, 

"Vssiimed that she had thank’d him, add 
mg, ‘ Yea, 

Eat and be glad, for I account you mine ’ 

She answei’d meekly, ‘ How should I 
be glad 

flenceforth m all the world at an)^ thing, 

Until my loid aiise and look upon me^’ 

Here the huge Eail ciied out upon hei 
talk, 

As all hut empty heait and weariness 

And sickly nothing , suddenly seized on 
her, 

And bare hei by mam violence to the 
board, 

And thiust the dish hefoie hei, cr}^ing, 
‘Eat ’ 


‘ No, no,’ said Emd, \ext, will not 
eat 

Till yonder man upon the bier arise, 

And eat with me ’ ‘ Drink, then,’ he 

answer’d ‘ Here ' ’ 

(And fill’d a horn with wine and held it 
to her,) 

^ Lo ’ I, myself, when flush’d with fight, 
or hot, 

God’s cuise, with anger — often I myself, 
Before I well have drunken, scaice can 
eat 

Dunk therefoie and the wane will change 
youi will ’ 

‘Not so,’ she cried, ‘by Heaien, X 
will not clunk 

Till my dear loul arise and bid me do il, 
And drink with me, and if he rise no 
more, 

I w ill not look at wine until I die ’ 

At this he turn’d all red and paced his 
hall, 

Now gnaw d his under, now his uppei 

hp, 

And coming up close to liei, said at last 
‘ Girl, foi I set ye scoin my courtesies, 
Take w^aining jonder man is suiely 
dead , 

And I compel all cieatiues to my will 
Not eat noi drink ? And wherefoie wail 
for one, 

Who put your beauty to this flout and 
scorn 

By dressing it m rags Amazed am I, 
Beholding how ye butt against my wish, 
That I forbear you thus cross me no 
more 

At least put off to please me this poor 
gown, 

This silken rag, this beggai-woman’s 
weed 

I loae that beauty should go beautifully 
Foi see ye not my gentlewomen htie, 
How gay, how suited to the house of one 
Who loves that beauty should go beauti- 
fully ^ 

I Rise therefore, lobe yourself m this 
I obey ’ 
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He spoke, and one among his gentle 
women 

Display’d a splendid silk of foieign loom, 
Where like a shoaling sea the lovely blue 
Play’d into gieen, and thicker down the 
front 

With jewels than the swaid with drops of 
dew, 

When all night long a cloud clings to the 
hill, 

And with the dawn ascending lets the day 
Strike where it clung so thickly shone 
the gems 

But Enid answei’d, harder to be moved 
Than hardest tyrants in their day of power, 
With life-long mjuiies burning unavenged, 
And now their hour has come , and Emd 
said 

* In this pool gown my dear lord found 
me first, 

And loved me seiving in my father’s hall 
In this poor gown I rode with him to 
coiut. 

And theie the Queen ai ray’d me like the 
sun 

In this pool gown he bad me clothe 
myself, 

When now we rode upon this fatal quest 
Of honoui, where no honour can be 
gain’d 

And this pool gown I will not cast aside 
Until himself aiise a living man. 

And bid me cast it I have griefs enough 
Pray you be gentle, pray you let me be 
I ne\ei loved, can never love but him 
Y^ea, God, I pray you of your gentleness, 
"He being as he is, to let me be ’ 

Then sliode the brute Eail up and 
down his hall, 

And took his lusset beaid between his 
teeth , 

Last, coming up quite close, and in his 
mood 

Crying, ‘I count it of no moie a\ail, 
Dame, to be gentle than ungentle wuth 
>ou, 

fake my salute,’ unkmghtly with flat hand, 
How e\ er lightly, smote hei on the cheek 


Then Emd, in her uttei helplessness, 
And since she thought, Pie had not 
daied to do it, 

Except he suiely knew my loid was deid,’ 
Sent forth a sudden shaip and bitter ciy, 
As of a wild thing taken in the trap, 
Which sees the tiapper coming thio’ the 
wood 

This heaid Geraint, and grasping at 
his swoid, 

(It lay beside him in the hollow shield), 
Made but a single bound, and with a 
sweep of it 

Shore thro’ the swaithy neck, and like a 
ball 

The russet bearded head i oil’d on the 
floor 

So died Earl Doorm hy him he counted 
dead 

And all the men and women in the hall 
Rose when they saw the dead man use, 
and fled 

Yelling as fiom a spectre, and the two 
"Were left alone togethei, and he said 

‘Emd, I have used you worse than 
that dead man , 

Done you moie wTong w^e both have 
undergone 

That tiouble which has left me thiice 
your own 

Plencefoi ward I will lather die than doubt 
And heie I lay this penance on myself, 
Not, tho’ mine own eais heaid you 
I yestermoin — 

You thought me sleeping, but I heaid 
you say, 

I heard you say, that >ou weie no true 
wife 

I sweai I will not ask your meaning m 
it 

I do believe yourself against youiself. 
And will henceforward rather die than 
doubt ’ 

And Emd could not say one tender 
woid, 

She felt so blunt and stupid at the heart 
She only pray’d him, ‘ Fly, they w ill 
ictuin 
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And slay yon , fly, yoiii cliaigei is with- 
out, 

IMy palfrey lost ’ ‘ Ihen, Emd, shall j ou 
ride 

Behind me' ‘Yea, said Emd, ‘let us go ’ 
And moving out they found the strtel} 
hoise, 

Y ho now no inoie a \assal to the thief, 
But free to stietch his limbs m lawful light, 
Neigh’d with all gladness as they came, 
and stoop'd 

AVitli a low whinny towaid the pan xnd 
she 

Kiss’d the white star upon his noble front, 
Glad also , then Geiaint upon the hoi sc 
hlounted, and reach’d a hand, and on his 
fool 

She set her own and climb’d , he turn’d 
his face 

And kiss’d hei climbing, and she cast 
hei arms 

About him, and at once they lode away 

And never yet, since high in Paiadise 
Oei the four rivers the first loses blew, 
Came puier pleasure unto nioital kind 
lhan lived thio’ hei, who in that perilous 
hour 

Put hand to hand beneath hci husband’s 
heait, 

And felt him hers again she did not 
weep, 

But oei her meek eyes came a happy 
mist 

Like that which kept the heart of Eden 
gieen 

Before the useful tiouble of the lain 
Yet not so misty weie her meek blue 
eyes 

As not to see before them on the path, 
Right in the gateway of the bandit hold, 
A knight of Aithiu’s couit, who laid his 
lance 

In lest, and made as if to fall upon him 
Ihen, fearing foi his huit and loss of 
blood, 

She, with her mind all full of what had 
chanced, 

Shriek’d to the sti anger ‘ Slay rot a dead 
man ' ’ 


‘The voice of Enid,’ said the knight, 
hut she, 

Beholding it w^as Edyin son of Nudd, 
Yas mmed so much the moie, and 
shiiek’d again, 

‘O cousin, slay not him who ga\e you 
life ’ 

And Ed} i n mo\ mg frankl} foi w ai cl spake 
‘ My loid Geiaint, I greet }oii with all 
Io\e , 

I took you for a bandit knight of Dooim , 
And fcai not, Enid, I should fall upon 
him, 

Yho love you, Punce, with something 
of the lo\ e 

Ynieicwith w^c love the Heaven that 
chastens us 

Foi once, when I was up so high m piide 
That I was halfw^a} clown the slope to 
Hell, 

By ov ei throw mg me } ou Ihicvv me highei 
Now, made a knight of Aithui’s lablc 
Round, 

And since I knew this Eail, Vvhen I my 
self 

YGs half 1 bindit in my lawless lioui, 

I come the mouthpiece of oui King to 
Dooim 

(The King is close behind me) bidding 
him 

Disband himself, and scatter all his powers, 
bubmit, and heai the judgment of the 
King ’ 

‘ He heais the juagment of the King 
of kings,’ 

Cried the wan Punce, ‘and lo, the 
powers of Doorm 

Ale scattei’d,’ and he pointed to the field, 
Where, huddled heie and there on mound 
and knoll, 

Y^’cic men and w omen staling and aghast 
YTile some yet fled , and then he plamhci 
told 

IIow the huge Earl lay slam within In^ 
hall 

But when the knight besought him, 
‘ Follow me, 

Prince, to the camp, and in the King’s 
own eai 



GMR 4JN7 AuYJ) EKID 


6i 


Spealv wliat has chanced , ye siuely ha\e 
endmed 

Strange chances heie alone that othei 
flush’d, 

And hung his head, and halted in lepl}, 
Feaimg the mild face of +he blameless 

King- 

And aftei madness acted question ajv’d j 
Till Edyin ciymg, ‘If ye will not go j 
To Aithur, then \v''ill Aithur come to ymu,’ 

‘ Enough, ’ he said, ‘ I follow, ’ and they 
went 

But Enia m their going had tw o fears. 
One fiom the bandit scattci’d m the held, 
And one fiom Edyin Eveiy now and 
then, 

When Edyin lem’d his chaigei at hei side, 
'^he shianlv a little In a hollow land, 
Fiom which old flies have bioken, men 
may fcai 

Fresh flit and luin He, peiceiving, said 

‘ Fan and deai cousin, )ou that most 
had cause 

To feai me, feai no longer, I am changed 
\ ouiself w eie flist the blameless cause to 
make 

hly natuie’s pudcful sparkle in the blood 
Break into funous flame , being icpulsecl 
By Yniol and youiself, I schemed and 
wrought 

Until I o\ Cl turn’d him , then set up 
(With one mam pm pose e\ei at my hcait) 
jMy haughty jousts, and took a paiamoui , 
Did hei mock honour as the fairest fan , 
And, toppling o\er all antagonism, 

So wax’d in piide, that I believed myself 
Unconqueiable, foi I was w^ellnigh mad 
And, but foi my mam piiipose in these 
jousts, 

I should ha\e slam yom fathei, seized 
yourself 

1 lived in hope that sometime you would 
come 

To these my lists with him whom best 
you lo\ cd , 

And theie, poor cousin, with yoiu meek 
blue eyes, 

The tiuest eyes Ihrt cvei answ ei ’d Heaven, 
Behold me o\erliun and li ample on him 


Then, had you ciied, oi 1 nelt, oi pi ay d 
to me, 

I should not less ha\ e kill’d him And 
you came, — 

But once you came, — and with youi ow n 
tuie eyes 

Beheld the man }OU loved (I speak as one 
Speaks of a service done him) oieithiow 
My pioud self, and my pin pose thiee 
y eais old, 

And set his foot upon iiie, and gu e me 
life 

Theie was I bioken down , theie was I 
sa\ed 

Tho’ thence I lode all -shamed, hating 
the life 

He gave me, meaning to be iid of it 
And all the penance the Queen laid upon 
me 

Was but to lest awhile within hei couit , 
Wheie fiist as sullen as a beast new caged, 
And w aiting to be treated like a wolf, 
Because I knew my deeds w'eie known, 

I found, 

Instead of scornful pity or puic scorn, 
Such fine icseue and noble leticence, 
Manneis so kind, yet stately, such a giace 
Of tendciest coiutesy, that I began 
To glance behind me at my former life, 
And find that it had been the w^olf’s in 
deed 

And oft I talk’d with Dubuc, the high 
saint, 

Yho, with mild heat of holy oiatoiy, 
Subdued me somewhat to that gentleness, 
Which, wd.en it weds with manhood, 
makes a man 

And youw^eie often theie about the Queen, 
But saw me not, oi maik’d not if you saw , 
Noi did 1 caie oi dare to speak with }ou, 
But kept myself aloof till I was changed , 
^nd feai not, cousin , I am changed 
indeed ’ 

lie spoke, and Enid easily bclie\ed, 
Like simple noble natures, cicduloiis 
Of what they long foi, good in fuend or 
foe, 

rhcie most m those who most have done 
I them ill 
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And when they leach d the camp the 
King himself 

Advanced to gieet them, and beholding 
hei 

Tho’ pale, yet happ}, askd ht-i not i 
•void, 

But w ent apart with Ed) in, whom he held 
In con\eibe for a little, and letuind, 

And, gia\el) smiling, litted hei fiom 
horse, 

And kiss d hei with all pureness, hiothei 
like, 

And show’d an empt) tent allotted hci, 
And glancing foi a minute, till he saw hei 
Pass into it, turn’d to the Prince, and 
said 

* Pnnee, when of late ye pia) d me foi 
iny lea\ e 

To move to youi own land, and theie 
defend 

Your maiches, I was prick d w ith some 
repioof, 

As one that let foul w long stagnate and 
be, 

By having look’d too much thio alien 
eyes, 

And wi ought too long wuth delegated 
hands, 

Not used mine own but now behold me 
come 

To cleanse this common sewer of all my 
realm, 

With Eclyiii and with others have ye 
look’d 

At Edyin ^ have ye seen how nobl) 
changed ? 

This woik of his is gieat and wondeiful 
His very face with change of heart is 
changed. 

The world will not believe a man repents 
And this wise world of ours is mainly 
light 

Full seldom doth a man repent, or use 
Both giace and will to pick the vicious 
quitch 

Of blood and custom wholly out of him, 
And make all clean, and plant himself 
afresh 

Edyrn has done it, weeding all his heait 


Ah I will wccil this hnd before I go 
I, thercfoie, made him of oiu Table 
Round, 

Not rashly, but have pioved him evei) 
way 

One of our noblest, oiu most \aloroiis, 
Smest tiid most obedient and indeed 
1 his v\oik ot Ed) rn w i ought upon himself 
After a life of Moltnce, seems to me 
A thousand fold moie great and wondeiful 
Than if some knight of mine, uskmg his 
life, 

My subject with my subjects under him, 
Should mike an onslaught single on a 
icalm 

Of lobheis, tho’ he slew them one by one, 
And were himself nigh wounded to the 
death ’ 

So spake the King , low bow’d tlie 
Prince, and felt 

Ills woik w^as ncithei great noi viondciful, 
And past to Emd’s tent , and thithei came 
The King’s own leech to look into his 
hiu I , 

And Enid tended on him iheie , and there 
Her constant motion round him, and the 
breatli 

Of hci sweet tendance hovering oiei him, 
Till’d all the genial coiuses of liis blood 
With deepci and with evei deepei love, 
As the south west that blowing Bila lake 
Fills all the saeicd Dec So past the days 

But wdiile Geiaint lay healing of his 
hurt, 

The blameless King went foith and cast 
his eyes 

On each of all whom Uther left m charge 
Long since, to guard the justice of the 
King 

He look’d and found them wanting , and 
as now 

Men weed the white hoise on the Berk 
shne hills 

To keep him bright and cle in is hereto- 
foie, 

He rooted out the slothful ofheer 
Oi guilty, which for biibe had wink’d at 
wrong, 
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And m then chans set up a stionger race 
With heaits and hands, and sent a thou- 
sand men 

To till the wastes, and moving eveiywheie 
Clear’d the dark places and let in the law, 
And bioke the bandit holds and cleansed 
the land 

Then, when Geiaint was whole again, 
they past 

With Arthui to Caeileon upon Usk 
Tiieie the great Queen once moie em 
braced hei friend, 

And clothed her in apparel like the da> 
And tho’ Geiaint could neaei take again 
Tint comfoit fiom then coiiveise which 
he took 

Before the Queen’s fan name was breathed 
upon, 

He rested well content that all was well 
Thence after taiiymg foi a space they 1 ode, 
And fifty knights lode with them to the 
shores 

Of Severn, and they past to their own 
land 

And theie he kept the justice of the King 
So vigorously yet mildly, that all hearts 
Applauded, and the spiteful whispci died 
And being ever foiemost m the chase, 
And victor at the tilt and touinament, 
They call’d him the great Piince and man 
of men 

But Enid, whom the ladies loved to call 
Enid the Fair, a grateful people named 
Enid the Good , and in then halls aiose 
Ihe cry of childien, Emds and Geiamts 
Of times to be , noi did he doubt hei more, 
Bat rested in her fealty, till he ciovn’d 
A happy life with a fan death, and fell 
Against the heathen of the Noitliern Sea 
In battle, fighting for the blameless King 

MERLIN AND VIVIEN. 

A STORM was coming, but the winds 
were still, 

And in the wild woods of Biocelnnde, 
Before an oak, so hollow, huge and old 
It look’d a towel of ruin’d masonwoik, 
At Merlin’s feel the wily Vivien lay 
III 


Whence came she ^ One that haie in 
bittei grudge 

The scorn of Arthui and his Table, Maik 
; The Coimsh King, had heard a w andeiing 
voice, 

A mmstiel of Caeileon by strong stoim 
Blown into sheltei at Tmtagil, say 
That out of naked knightlike puiity 
Sii Lancelot w^nishipt no unmairied girl 
But the great Queen herself, fought in her 
name, 

Swaie by hei — vows like theiis, that high 
in heaven 

Love most, but neither mairy, noi aie 
given 

In maiiiage, angels of oui Lord’s lepoit 

He ceased, and then — for Vivien 
sweetly said 

(She sat beside the banquet neaiest Maik), 
‘And IS the fan example follow^’d, Sii, 

111 Arthui’s household^’ — answei’d miio 
cently 

‘Ay, by some few — a}, tiuly — youths 
that hold 

It moie beseems the peifect viigin knight 
To woiship woman as tiue wife beyond 
All hopes of gaming, than as maiden gnl 
The} place then piide in Lancelot and 
the Queen 

So passionate for an uttei puiity 
Beyond the limit of then bond, aie these, 
For Arthui bound them not to singleness 
Biave hearts and clean ’ and yet — God 
guide them — young ’ 

Then Mark was half m heart to hurl 
his cup 

Straight at the speaker, but forboie he 
lose 

To leave the hall, and, Vivien following 
him, 

Turn’d to hei ‘ Here are snakes within 
the grass , 

And you methinks, O Vivien, save ye fear 
The inonkis>h manhood, and the misk of 
pure 

Worn by this court, can stii them till they 
sting ’ 

c 
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And Vivien answer’d, smiling scoin- 
full} , 

‘ Why fen ^ because that foster’d at thy 

COLUt 

I savoui of thy — intiies'^^ feai them? no 
As Love, if Love be peifect, casts out 
feat, 

So Hate, if Hate be peifect, casts out 
fear 

l\iy fathei died in battle against the King, 
My mothei on his coipse m open field , 
She boie me theit, foi boin fiom death 
was I 

Among the dead and soivn upon the 
wind — 

And then on thee ’ and shown the tiuth 
betimes, 

That old true filth, and bottom of the w ell, 
Where i i iith is hidden Giacious lessons 
thine 

And ma\imb of the mud ’ This Aithiii 
pure ’ 

Great Natuie tin o’ the flesh heiself hath 
made 

Gives him the lie ’ Theie is no being 
pui e, 

My cheiLib, saith not Holy Mrit the 
same ^ ” — 

If T weie Aithui, I would have tli} blood 
Thy blessing, stamlcsb King ^ I bung 
thee back, 

When I have fen eted out then biuiow 
mgs, 

The hearts of all this Older in mine 
h and — 

Ay — so that fate and craft and folly close, 
Pei chance, one caul of Aithui’s golden 
beaid 

To me this nariow guzzled folk of thine 
Is cleanei fashion’d — Well, I loved thee 
fiist, 

That waips the wit ’ 

Loud laugh’d the gi aceless Maik 
But Vivien, into Camclot stealing, lodged 
Low in the city, and on a festal day 
When Guinevere was ciossing the gieat 
hall 

Cast heiself down, knelt to the Queen, 
and wail’d 


* Why kneel ye theie ^ AWaat evil ha\ e 
ye wiought^ 

Rise ' ’ and the damsel hidden use arose 
And stood v\itli folded hands and clown 
waid e3es 

Of glancing coinei, and all meekly said, 
‘None wi ought, hut suflei’d much, an 
oiphin maul ' 

IMy father died in battle for thy King, 
My mothei on his coipsc — in open field, 
1 he sad sea sounding wastes of Lyonesse — 
Pool wictch — no fiiend ’ — and now by 
Maik the King 

Foi that small chaim of fcatiue mine, 
pill sued — 

If ail} such be mine — I fly to thee 
Save, save me thou — W oman of w omen — 
th me 

I he wieath of beauty, thine the crown of 
powei, 

Be thine the balm of pity, O Ileaien’s 
own white 

Euth angel, st unless bude of stainless 
King— 

ITelp, foi he follows ' take me to lh}&clf’ 
O yield me shcltei foi mine innoccncy 
Among thy maidens 

Ileie hei slow sweet eyts 
Fen licmulous, but Immbl) hopeful, lose 
hixt on hei heaieik, w'hile the Queen 
who stood 

All gliUciing like hlay ninslime on hlay 
leaves 

In gieen and gold, and plumed with gieen 
leplied, 

‘Peace, child’ of o^eipiaise and ovei 
blame 

We choose the last Oui noble Aithui, 
him 

Ye seal ce can o\cipiaise, will heai and 
know’’ 

Nay — we believe all cmI of thy Maik — 
Well, we shall test thee faithei , but this 
hoiii 

AVe iide a hawking with Sii Lancelot 
He hath given ns a fair falcon wliicli he 
tiam’d , 

We go to piove it Bide }e heie the 
while ’ 
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She pist , and Vi\ien muimui’d aftei 

I bide the while ’ Then tin o’ the poital- 
aich 

Peeling askance, and muttering bioken 
wise. 

As one that labouis with an evil cheam, 
Beheld the Queen and Lancelot get to 
hoise 

‘ Is that the Lancelot^ goodly — ay, but 
gaunt 

Coiuteoub — amends foi gauntness — lakes 
hci hand — 

That glance of theiis, but foi the stiett, 
had been 

A clinging kiss — how hand hngeis in 
hand * 

Let go at last ' — the} iide away — to hawL 
Foi wateifowd Ro)allei game is mine 
Foi such a supeisensual sensual bond 
As thit giay cucktt chiipt of at oiu 
health — | 

Touch fla\ w ith flame — a glance w ill seive 
— the hais ’ 

Ah little 1 It that boiest m the d\ke 
Ihy hole b} night to let the boundless 
deep 

Down upon fu oft cities while they 
d incc — 

Oi dicam — of tlicc they dieam d not — 
noi of me 

Ihesc — ay, but cich of eithei iide, and 
cheun 

The moitil cheam that ne\ei }et was 
mine — 

Ride, ride and cheam until ye wake — to 
me ’ 

Then, naiiow couit and lubber King, 
faiewcll ’ 

Foi Lancelot will be gracious to the lat, 
And oui wise Queen, if knowing that I 
know'’, 

Will hate, loathe, feai — but honour me 
the moie ’ 

Yet while they rode togethei down the 
plain, 

Then tilk wms all of training, terms of ait, 
Diet and seeling, jesses, itash and hue 


She is too noble ’ he said ‘ to check at 
pies. 

Nor will she rake there is no baseness 
in hei ’ 

Ileie when the Queen demanded as by 
chance 

‘Know }e the stianger woman ‘Let 
hei be,’ 

Said Lancelot and unhooded casting off 
The goodly falcon free , she tow^ei’d , 
hei bells, 

Tone undei tone, shrill’d , and they lifted 
up 

Then eagei faces, wondering at the 
stiength, 

Boldness and loyal knighthood of the biul 
Who pounced hei quaiiy and slew it 
Many a time 

As once — of old — among the floueis — 
they lode 

But ViMen half foigotten of the Queen 
Among hei damsels bioidcimg sat, lieaul, 
watch’d 

And whisper’d thio’ the peaceful coiut 
she ciept 

And whispei’cl then as Aithui in the 
highest 

I^eaven’d the woild, so Vivien in the 
lowest, 

Airivmg at a time of golden lest, 

And sowing one ill hint fiom cai to eai, 
While all the heathen lay at Aithui’s feet, 
And no quest came, hut all was joust and 
play, 

Leaven’d his hall They heaid and let 
hei be 

Theieaftei as an enemy that has left 
Death in the living wnlcis, and with 
clrawm, 

The wily Vivien stole horn Aithui’s coiut 

She hated all the knights, and heaid in 
thought 

Then lavish comment wlien hci name 
was named 

Foi once, when Aithiii walking all nlonc, 
Ve\t at a lumoiu issued horn heisdf 
Of some coiiuption ciept among his 
knights, 
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Had met her, Vivien, being greeted fan, 
Would fain have wi ought upon his cloudy 
mood 

With reveient e>es mock loyal, shaken 
voice. 

And jfluttei’d adoiation, and at last 
With daik sweet hints of some who 
piized him iiioie 

Than who should puze him most , at 
which the King 

Had gazed upon hei blankly and gone by 
But one had watch’d, and had not held 
his peace 

It made ijie iaughtei of an afternoon 
That Vivien should attempt the blameless 
King 

And after that, she set heiself to gam 
Him, the most famous man of all those 
times, 

Meilm, who knew the range of all then 
arts, 

Had built the King his havens, ships, 
and halls, 

"Was also Baid, and knew the slaiiy 
heavens , 

The people call’d him Wizard , whom at 
first 

She play’d about with slight and sprightly 
talk, 

And vivid smiles, and fiintly venom’d 
points 

Of slandei, glancing here and giazing 
theie , 

And yielding to his kindliei moods, the 
Seer 

Would watch hei at her petulance, and 
play, 

Ev’n when they seem’d unloveable, and 
laugh 

As those that watch a kitten , thus he 
giew 

Tolerant of what he half disdain’d, and 
she, 

Perceiving that she was but half disdain’d, 
Began to break her sports with graver fits, 
Turn led oi pale, would often when they 
met 

Sigh fully, 01 all-silent gaze upon him 
With such a fixt devotion, that the old 
man, 


Tho’ doubtful, felt the flattery, and at 
times 

Would flattei his own wish in age foi Io\e, 
And half belies e hei tiue for thus at 
times 

He was er’d , but that other clung to him, 
Fixt in hei \s ill, and so the seasons went 

Then fell on Merlin a great melancholy , 
Ide walk’d with di earns and daikness, 
and he found 

A doom that es er poised itself to fall, 

An ever moaning battle in the mist, 
Woild war of dying flesh against the life, 
Death in all life and lying in all love, 
The meanest having posver upon the 
highest, 

And the high puipose bioken by the 
woim 

So leaving Aitliur’s couit he gam’d the 
beach , 

Theie found a little boat, and stept into 
It, 

And Vivien follow’d, but he maik’cl hci 
not 

She took the helm and he the sail , the 
boat 

Drase with a sudden wind acioss the 
deeps, 

And touching Bieton sands, they dis 
embaik’d 

And then she follosv’d Meilm all the ssay, 
Ev’n to the wild svoods of Bioceliandc 
For Meilm once had told hei of achaim, 
The which if any wrought on anyone 
With woven paces and with svavmg ain^s, 
The man so wi ought on evei seem’d to he 
Closed in the foui walls of a holiosv towei , 
Fiom w'hich was no escape for eveimore , 
And none could find that man for evei- 
moie, 

Noi could he see but him who wi ought 
the charm 

Coming and going, and he lay as dead 
I And lost to life and use and name and 
fame 

And Vivien evei sought to woik the 
chaim 

Upon the gieat Enchanter of the Time, 
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As fanq^'ing that her gloiy would be great I 
Accoiding to his greatness whom she 
quench’d 

There lay she all her length and kiss’d 
his feet, 

As if in deepest leverence and in love 
A twist of gold was round her haii , a 
robe 

Of samite without price, that moie expiest 
Than hid her, clung about hei lissome 
limbs, 

In coloui like the satm-shmmg palm 
On sallows in the windy gleams of Maich 
And while she kiss’d them, ciying, 
‘Ti ample me, 

Dear feet, that I have follow’d thio’ the 
world, 

And I will pay you worship , tiead me 
dow n 

And I will kiss you for it , ’ he was mute 
So daik a foiethought roll’d about his 
brain, 

As on a dull day in an Ocean cave 
The blind wave feeling lound his long 
sea hall 

In silence wheiefoie, when she lifted up 
A face of sad appeal, and spake and said, 
‘O Merlin, do ye love me^’ and again, 
‘O Merlin, do ye loie me?’ and once 
more, 

‘ Gieat Mastei, do ye love me'?’ he was 
mute 

And lissome Vivien, holding by his heel, 
■Writhed tow aid him, slided up his knee 
and sat, 

Behind his ankle twaned her hollow feet 
Togethei, curved an aim about his neck, 
Clung like a snake , and letting her left 
hand 

Dioop fiom his mighty shoulder, as a leaf, 
hlade with her right a comb of peail to 
pait 

The lists of such a beard as youth gone out 
Had left in ashes then he spoke and said, 
Not looking at her, ‘Who aie wise m love 
Love most, say least,’ and Vivien an 
swei’d quick, 

‘ I saw the little elf god eyeless once 
In Aithui’s anas hall at Camelot 


But neithei eyes noi tongue — O stupid 
child ’ 

Yet you aie wise who say it, let me think 
Silence is wisdom I am silent then, 

And ask no kiss then adding all at once, 
‘And lo, I clothe myself with wisdom,’ 
diew 

The vast and shaggy mantle of his beaid 
Aci OSS hei neck and bosom to her knee, 
And call’d heiself a gilded summer fly 
Caught 111 a great old tyiant spider’s web, 
Who meant to eat hei up in that wuld 
wood 

Without one woid So Vivien call’d 
herself. 

But rather seem’d a loaely baleful stai 
Veil’d in giay vapour , till he sadly 
smiled 

‘ To what request for wLat stiange boon,’ 
he said, 

‘ Are these youi pietty tricks and fooleries, 

0 Vivien, the preamble? ytt my thanks, 

1 oi these ha\ e bioken up my melanchol> ’ 

And Vivien answer’d smiling saucily, 
‘What, 0 my Master, have ye found 
youi voice? 

I bid the stiangei welcome Thanks at 
last * 

But yesteiclay you never open’d Ii]i, 
Except indeed to drink no cup had w^e 
In mine own lady palms I cull’d the 
spiing 

That gather’d tucUing di op wise fiom 
the cleft, 

And made a pietty cup of both my hands 
And offer’d you it kneeling then you 
diank 

And knew no moie, noi gave me one 
poor word , 

O no moie thanks than might a goat ha\ e 
given 

With no more sign of leverence than a 
beaid 

And when w’-e halted at that other well, 
And I was faint to swooning, and you lay 
Foot gilt with all the blossom dust of 
those 

Deep meadows we had tiaversed, did 
you know 
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That Vivien bathed your feet befoie her ; 
own? 

And yet no thanks and all tin o’ this 
•wild \\ ood 

And all this nioining \\hen I fondled you 

i^ooiij ay, tbeie was a boon, one not so 
stiange — 

How had I wrong’d you? surely ye aie 
wise, 

But such a silence is more wise than 
kind ’ 

And Meilm lock’d his hand m heis 
and said 

*0 did ye ncvei he upon the shoie, 

And watch the curl’d white ot the coming 
wave 

Glass’d in the slippery sand befoie it 
breaks ? 

Ev’n such a wa've, but not so pleasuiahle, 

Dark m the glass of some presageful mood, 

Had I for three days seen, leady to fill 

And then I rose and fled from ArthiuS 
couit 

To break the mood \ou follow’d me 
unask’d , 

And when I look’d, and saw you lollow- 
ing still, 

My mind in\o]\ed yourself the ncaicsl 
thing 

In that mind mist for shall I tell }ou 
tiuth ? 

You seem’d that wave about to break upon 
me 

And sweep me fiom my hold upon the 
woild, 

My use and nam e and fame Y oiu pardon 
child 

Your pietty spoits have biighten’d all 
again 

And ask } oui boon, foi boon I owe you 
till ice, 

Once for wiong done you by confusion, 
next 

For thanks it seems till now neglected, 
last 

F or these y oui dainty gambols wherefoi e 
ask , 

And take this boon so strange and not so 
strange ’ 


And Vivien answei’d smiling mouin- 
fully 

‘ O not so stiange as my long asking it, 
Not yet so stiange as }0u youiself are 
stiange, 

Nor half so stiange as that claik mood of 
joins 

I ever feai d ye weie not wholly mine , 
And see, youiself have own’d ye did me 
wiong 

Ihe people call joii piophet let it be 
But not of those that can expound them 
selves 

Take Vivien fm expoimdti , she will call 
lhat tliiee clays long piesageful gloom of 
joins 

No presage, but the s ime mistuistful mood 
lhat makes you seem less noble than 
youiself, 

'Whenever I have ask’d this veiy boon, 
Now ask’d again foi sec you not, cleir 
love, 

lhat such a mood as that, which htely 
gloom’d 

Your fancy when ye siw me following 
jou, 

INliist mike me fear still moieyou nc not 
mine, 

hlust make me jeain still moie to prove 
JOU mine, 

And mike me wish still moie to leain 
this ehiim 

Of woven paces ind of waving hands, 

As pi oof of tiiist O Meilm, teach it me 

Ihe chaim <^0 taught will elnim us bolli 
to les< 

For, giant me some slight j)0wei upon 
youi fate, 

I, feeling that jmii felt me w 01 thy tiust, 
Should lest and let jou rest, knowing you 
mine 

And thcrefoie be as gieat as jc aie named, 
Not muffled lound with selhsh rctieence 
How haid you look and how dcnjm<dy ' 

I O, if you think this wiekediiess m me 
That I should piove it on you un iw'aies. 
That makes me passing wiathful, then 
oiu bond 

Had best be loosed for ever but think 
or not, 
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By tleaven that lieais I tell you the dean 
truth, 

As dean as blood of babes, as white as 
milk 

0 Meilin, may this earth, if evei I, 

If these iin witty wandering wits of mine, 
Ev’n in the jumbled lubbish of a dieam, 
Have tript onsudi conjectuial tieachei} — 
hlay this haid eaith dea\e to the Nadu 
hell 

Down, down, and close again, and nip 
me flat, 

If I be such a tiaitiess Yield my boon, 

1 ill which I scarce can yield you all I am , 
And grant my le leiteiated wish, 

The great proof of yoiu love because I 
think, 

llowevei wise, ye haidly know me yet ’ 

And hleilin loosed his hand fiom hers 
and said, 

‘I nevei was less wise, howeiei wise, 

1 00 cuiious Vi\ len, tho’ }ou tall of tiiist, 
lhan when I told you flist of such a 
chai m 

Yea, if ye talk of tiust I tell }ou this. 

Too much I trusted when I told you that. 
And still d this vice in you winch luind 
man 

Thio’ woman the first houi , for howsoe’ei 
In chilclien a gicat cuiiousness be well. 
Who hue to Icain themselves and all the 
world, 

In you, tint aie no child, for still I find 
Youi face is piactiscd when I spell the 
lines, 

I call it, — well, I will not call it vice 
But since }ou name }Oiuself the summer 

fly. 

I w^ell could widi a cobweb for the gnat, 
1 hat settles, beaten back, and beaten back 
Settles, till one could yield foi w caiiness 
But since I will not yield to gu c you pow^ei 
Upon my life and use and iiime and fame, 
Yh) will ye nevei ask some olhei boon^ 
Yea, by God’s loocl, I tiusledjoutoomuch ’ 

And Vivien, like the tenclciest heaited 
maid 

That ever bided tiyst at village stile, 


Made answ ei, eithei eyelid w et w itli teai s 
‘ Nay, Mastei-y be not wrathful with }our 
maid , 

Caiess hei let liei feel heiself foi given 
YTo feels no heait to ask anothei boon 
I think ye haidly know the tendei ihjme 
Of “ tiust me not at all 01 all m all ” 

I heaid the gieat Sn Lancelot sing it once, 
And it shall answei for me Listen to it 

‘‘In Love, if Love be Love, if Love 
be 0111 s, 

Faith and imfailh can ne’ei be equal 
poweis 

Unfaith in aught is want of faith m all 

“ It IS the little lift within the lute, 
That hy and by will make the music mute, 
And evei widening slowl) silence all 

“The little 11ft within the lover’s lute 
Or little pitted speck in gainei’d fuiit, 
That lotting invvaid slowly moiilcleis all 

“ It IS not woith the keeping let it go 
But shall it answer, darling, answer, no 
And tiust me not at all 01 all in all ” 

0 Mastei, do ye love my Icnclci ihjme 

And hleiliii look’d and lulf believed 
hei tiue, 

bo tender was hei voice, so fur hei face, 
bo sweetly gleam’d hei eyes behind hei 
leais 

Like BLinhght on the plain behind a 
show ei 

And }et he answer’d half indignantly 

‘Fai odier was the song that one.- I 
heaid 

By this huge oak, sung nearly vvhei e \\ c sit 
Foi hei e we met, some ten 01 twelve ol us, 
To chase a crcatiue that was cunent then 
In these wild woods, the hut with gokkii 
ho ms 

It was the time when flist the questiuii 
lose 

About the founding of a T able Ivouiid, 
That was to be, for love of God and men 
And noble deeds, the flowei of all the 
woild 
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And each incited each to noble deeds 
And while we waited, one, the youngest 
of us, 

We could not keep him silent, out he 
flash’d, 

And into such a song, such hie for fame, 
Such trumpet blowings in it, coming do\\ n 
lo such a stem and iion-ciashmg close, 
That when he stopt we long’d to hurl 
togethei, 

And should have done it , but the beau- 
teous beast 

Scaled by the noise upstarted at out feet, 
And like a silvei shadow slipt awaj 
Thro’ the dun land , and all day long we 
lode 

Thio’ the dim land against a lushmg 
wind, 

That glorious loundel echoing in our 
ears, 

And chased the flashes of his golden horns 
Until they \anish’d by the fauy w^ell 
That laughs at iron — as our wauiors did — 
Where childien cast their pins and nails, 
and cry, 

Laugh, little well but touch it with 
a swoid, 

It buzzes fieicely lound the point , and 
theie 

We lost him such a noble song W'as that 
But, Vivien, when you sang mt that sweet 
rhyme, 

I felt as tho’ you knew this cursed chaim, 
Weie proving it on me, and that I lay 
And felt them slowly ebbing, name and 
fame ’ 

And Vivien answer’d smiling mourn 
fully 

‘ 0 mine have ebb’d away for evermore, 
And all thio’ following you to this wild 
wood, 

Because I saw you sad, lo comfoit you 
Lo now, what hearts have men * they 
nevei mount 

As high as woman in her selfless mood 
And touching fame, howe’ex ye scorn my 
song, 

Take one verse more — the lady speaks it 
— this 


‘ ‘‘My name, once mine, now thine, is 
closeliei mine, 

Foi fame, could fame be mine, that fame 
were thine, 

And shame, could shame be thine, that 
shame were mine 

So trust me not at all or all in all ” 

‘ Sa>s she not well? and theie is more 
— this ihyme 

Is like the fair peail necklace of the 
Queen, 

That biust m dancing, and the pearls 
weie split , 

Some lost, some stolen, some as lelics 
kept 

But nevermoie the same two sister pearls 
Ran down the silken thiead to kiss each 
othei 

On hei white neck — so is it with this 
ill} me 

It lives dispeisedly m many hands, 

And every minstiel sings it differently , 
Yet is theie one true line, the peail of 
peails 

“ Man di earns of Fame while woman 
wakes lo love ” 

Yea ’ Love, tho’ Love Aveic of the gross 
est, caives 

A poition fiom the solid piesent, eats 
And uses, caicltss of the rest , but Fame, 
The I nne that follows death is nothing 
to us , 

And what is Fame in life but half disfame, 
And count ei changed with daikness? ye 
yourself 

Know well that En\y calls you Devil’s 
son, " 

And since }e seem the Master of all Art, 
They fain would make you Mastei of all 
vice ’ 

And Meilin lock’d Ins hand in heis and 
said, 

‘ I once was looking foi a magic weed, 
And found a fan young squire who sal 
alone, 

Had caived himself a knightly shield of 
wood, 

And then was painting on it fancied arms, 
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Azuie, an Eagle using oi, the Sun 
In dexter chief, the scroll “I follow 
fame ” 

And speaking not, but leaning over him, 
I took his brush and blotted out the bird, 
And made a Gaidener putting in a graff, 
With this for motto, ‘‘Rather use than 
fame ” 

You should hive seen him blush , but 
afterwaids 

He made i stilwait knight O Vivien, 
For you, methinks you think you love me 
well , 

For me, I love you somewhat , lest and 
Love 

Should have some lest and pleasure in 
himself, 

Not evei be too cuuous for i boon, 

Too pruiient foi a proof against the gram 
Of him ye say ye love but Fame with 
men, 

Being but ampler means to serve man 
kind, 

Should have small lest oi pleasure m 
heiself. 

But woik as \assal to the larger love, 
That dwaifs the petty love of one to one 
Use ga\e me Fame at first, and Fame 
again 

Increasing gave me use Lo, theie my 
boon ' 

What other ^ foi men sought lo prove me 
vile, 

Because I fam had given them greatei 
wits 

And then did Envy call me Devil’s son 
The sick weak beast seeking to help hei- 
self 

By striking at her better, miss’d, and 
bi ought 

Hei own claw back, and wounded liei 
own heait 

Sweet weie the days when I was all un- 
known. 

But when my name was lifted up, the 
stoim 

Biake on the mountain and I caied not 
for it 

Right well know I that Fame is half 
disfame, 
in 


Yet needs must work my woik That 
othei fame, 

To one at least, who hath not children, 
vague, 

The cackle of the iinbora about the giave, 
I cared not for it a single misty star. 
Which IS the second m a line of stais 
That seem a swoid beneath a belt of thiee, 
I nevei gazed upon it but I di eamt 
Of some vast charm concluded m that stai 
To make fame nothing Wlieiefore, if I 
feai, 

Giving you powder upon me thro’ this 
charm, 

That you might play me falsely, having 
power, 

However well ye think ye love me now 
(As sons of kings loving in pupilage 
Have turn’d to tyrants when they came 
lo powei) 

I rather dread the loss of use than fame , 
If you — and not so much fiom w ickeciness, 
As some 'wild turn of angei, or a mood 
Of oveistrain’d affection, it may be, 

To keep me all to youi o'wn self, — or else 
A sudden spmt of woman’s jealousy, — 
Should tiy this chaim on whom ye say ye 
love ’ 

And Vivien answei’d smiling as in 
wiath 

‘Have I not sworn? I am not trusted 
Good ’ 

Well, hide it, hide it , I shall find it out. 
And being found take heed of Yivien 
A woman and not tiusted, doubtless I 
Might feel some sudden turn of angei bom 
Of your misfaith , and your fine epithet 
Is accuiate too, foi this full love of mine 
Without the full heait back may nieiit well 
Youi teim of oveistiain’d So used as I, 
My daily wondei is, I love at all 
And as to -woman’s jealousy, O why not? 

0 to what end, except a jealous one, 
And one to make me jealous if I love. 
Was this fan chaim invented by yourself? 

1 well believe that all about this world 
Ye cage a buxom captive heie and there, 

j Closed in the four wails of a hollow tower 
1 Fiom which is no escape for evermoie ’ 
c 2 
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Then the greit Master nicuily answ ei’d 
liei 

'Full many a love m loving youth vis 
mine , 

I needed then no charm to keep them mine 
But }outli and love , and that full heait 

ot }0U1S 

"^Mieieof yc prattle, may now assiuc you 
mine , 

So live unchaim’d For tho^e who 
wi ought it fiii>t, 

The vnst is parted fiom the hand that 
waved, 

The feet unmoitised fiom their ankle- 
bones 

"Who paced it, ages back but \\ ill ye hear 
The legend as in gueidon for youi ihyme 

‘ Theie lived a king m the most Eastern 
East, 

Less old than I, yet oldei, foi my blood 
Flath earnest in it of fai spimgs to be 
A tawny piiate anchoi d m his poil, 
Whose bark had plundcikl twenty name 
less isles , 

And passing one, at the high peep of 
daw n, 

He saw two cities in a thousand boats 
All fighting lor a woman on the sea 
And pushing his black ciaft among them 
all, 

Fie lightly scatter’d Iheiis and bioughl 
hci off, 

With loss of half his people auow-slam , 
A maid so smooth, so white, so wondeiful, 
They said a light came from hei when she 
moved 

And since the pnate would not yield her 
up. 

The King impaled him foi his pnacy , 
Then made her Queen but those isle 
nurtured eyes 

Waged such unwilling tho’ successful wai 
On ail the youth, they sicken’d , councils 
thmn’d. 

And aimies waned, for magnet like she 
diew 

The rustiest iron of old fighteis’ heaits , 
And beasts themselves would woiship , 
camels knelt 


Unbidden, and the bmles of mountain 
back 

That carry kings m castles, bow 'd black 
knees 

Of homage, tinging with then seipcnt 
hands, 

To make hei smile, hci golden ankle-bells 
What wondei, being jealous, that ht scut 
Ills hoins of pioclamation out thio’ ail 
Ihc bundled under -kingdoms that he 
sw ly d 

To find a wi/aid who might teach the King 
Some chaim, which being wiought upon 
the Queen 

Might keep hei all bis own to such a one 
He piomised moie thin evei king has 
given, 

K league of mountain full of golden mines, 
A pi ov nice with a hundied miles of coast, 
A pilace and a piincess, all for him 
But on all those who tiled and fail’d, the 
king 

Pionounced a dismal sentence, meaning 
b) it 

To keep the list low and pietenders back, 
Oi like a king, not to be tiiflcd with — 

I heir herds should mouldei on the city 
gites 

Vnd many tned and fail cl, bccuisc the 
chaim 

Of nature in hei oveiboie Iheii own 
And many a wizaid biovv bleach’d on the 
wails 

And many weeks a tioop of caiiiuii ciovvs 
Hung like a cloud above the gateway 
towers ’ 

And Vivien bieakmg in upon him, said 
'I sit and gather honey }ct, methmks, 
Thy tongue has tiipt a little ask thyself 
Jhe lady never made mmiUiiig war 
With those fine eyes she had hei pleasiu e 
in It, 

And made her good man jealous with good 
cause 

i And lived theie neitliei dame noi damsel 
then 

Wioth at a lovei’s loss ^ wcic all as tame, 
I mean, as noble, as then Queen was fair? 
Not one to fliit a venom at her eyes, 



MERLm AND VIVIEN 


Or pinch a mindeious dust into her dunk, 
Oi make her paler ^vlth a poison’d rose^ 
Well, those were not om days but did 
they find 

A wizai cP T ell me, was he like to thee ? ’ 

She ceased, and made her lithe aim 
lound his neck 

Tighten, and then drew back, and let her 
eyes 

Speak foi hei, glowing on him, like a 
hi ide’s 

On hei new loid, hu own, the fiist of men 

lie answer’d laughing, * Nay, not like 
to me 

At last they found — his foiageis foi 
chaims — 

A little glassy headed haiiless man, 

Who li\ ed alone in a great wild on grass , 
Read but one book, and cvei leading 
glow 

So giated down and filed away with 
thought, 

So lean his eyes weie monstrous , while 
the skin 

Clung hut to Cl ale and basket, iibs and 
spine 

And since lie kept his mind on one sole 
aim, 

Nor cvei touch’d ficice wine, nor tasted 
flesh, 

Noi own d a sensual wash, to him the wall 
That sunders ghosts and shadow^ casting 
men 

Became a ciy slal, and he saw them thro’ it, 
And heaid their voices talk behind the 
* wall, 

And leaint their elemental seciets, powers 
And forces , often o cr the sun’s blight eye 
Diew the vast eyelid of an inky cloud, 
And lash’d it at the base with slanting 
stoim , 

Oi m the noon of mist and dining lun, 
When the lake whiten’d and the pine wood 
loai’d, 

And the caim’d mountain was a shadow, 
sunn’d 

The woild to peace again lieic was the 
man 


And so by foice they dragg’d him to the 
King 

And then he taught the King to chaim 
the Queen 

In such wise, that no man could see her 
moie, 

Noi saw she sa\e the King, who wrought 
the chaim. 

Coming and going, and she lay as dead, 
And lost all use of life but when the King 
Made pioffei of the league of golden mines, 
The province with ahundied miles of coast, 
The palace and the princess, that old man 
W ent back to his old wild, and li\ed on 
grass, 

And vanish’d, and his book came down 
to me ’ 

And Vivien answer’d smiling sancily 
‘ Yeha\e the book the chaim is wiitten 
in It 

Good take my counsel let me know it 
at once 

For keep it like a puzzle chest in chest, 
AVith each chest lock’d and padlock’d 
thnty fold, 

And whelm all this beneath as vast a 
mound 

As aftei furious battle tiiifs the slain 
On some wild down above the wand} deep, 
I yet should stiike xipon a sudden means 
To dig, pick, open, find and lead the 
charm 

Then, if I liied it, who should blame me 
tlien^’ 

And smiling as a mastei smiles at one 
That IS not of his school, noi any school 
But that where blind and naked Ignoianct 
Deliveis brawling judgments, unashamed, 
On all things all da} long, he answ ei’d hei 

‘ Thou lead the book, mypieit} Vivien ’ 
O ay, it is hut twenty piges long, 

But e\eiy page having an ample maige, 
And eveiy maige enclosing in the midst 
A squaie of text that looks a little blot, 
The text no laiger than the limbs of fit is , 
And eveiy squaie of text an awful chaim, 
Wilt in a language that has long gone b} 
So long, that mountains have aiiscn since 
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With cities on then flanks — thou read the 
book ’ 

And every maigin scribbled, ciost, and 
cianimkl 

With comment, densest condensation, haul 
To mind and eye , but the long sleepless 
nights 

Of my long life have made it easy to me 
And none can lead the text, not even I , 
And none can read the comment but 
myself , 

And m the comment did I find the charm 
O, the results aie simple , a mere child 
Might use it to the haim of anyone. 

And never could undo it ask no moie 
Foi tho’ you should not prove it upon me, 
But keep that oath ye swaie, ye might, 
perchance, 

Assay it on some one of the Table Round, 
And all because ye dream they babble of 
you ’ 

And Vivien, fi owning in true angei, 
said 

‘ What dare the full-fed liars say of me ^ 
T/iey iide abroad rediessing human 
wiongs ’ 

They sit with knife in meat and wine in 
horn ’ 

T/uy bound to holy vows of chastity ’ 
Were I not woman, I could tell a tale 
But you aie man, you well can undeistand 
The shame that cannot be explain’d for 
shame 

Not one of all the drove should touch me 
swane ’’ 

Then answei'd Meilin careless of her 
words 

‘You breathe hut accusation vast and 
vague, 

Spleen»bom, I think, and proofiess If 
ye know, 

Set up the charge ye know, to stand or 
falF’ 

And Vivien answer’d frowning wrath 
fully 

‘ O ay, what say ye to Sir Valence, him 
AVhose kinsman left him watchei o’er his 
wife 


And twm fan babes, and went to distant 
lands , 

Was one year gone, and on returning found 
Not two but thiee ^ theie lay the reckling, 
one 

But one hoiu old ' What said the happy 
sue ^ 

A seven months’ babe hadbeenatiuergift 
Those twelve sweet moons confused his 
fatherhood ’ 

Then answ^er’d Merlin, ‘Nay, I know 
the tale 

Sii Valence wedded with an outland dame 
Some cause had kept him sunder’d fiom 
his wife 

One child they had it lived with hei 
she died 

His kinsman travelling on his own affaii 
Was charged by Valence to bung home 
the child 

He bi ought, not found it theiefore take 
the tuith ’ 

‘ O ay,’ said Vivien, ‘oveitriie a tale 
What say yc then to sweet Sii Sagiamoic, 
That aidcnt man? “to pluck the flowei 
m season,” 

So says the song, “I trowut is no treason ” 

0 Mastci, shall we call him ovet quick 
To ciop his own sweet rose before the 

hour 

And Merlin answer’d, ‘Overqmck ait 
thou 

To catch a loathly plume fall’n from the 
wung 

Of that foul bird of rapine whose whole 
prey 

Is man’s good name he iie\er wiong’d 
Ins bride 

1 know the tale An angry gust of w mcl 
Puff’d out his torch among the niyiiad- 

room’d 

And many-corridor’d complexities 
Of Aithui ’s palace then he found a door, 
And daiklingfelt the sculptiued ornament 
That wieathen round it made it seem his 
own , 

And weaned out made for the couch and 
slept, 
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A stainless man beside a stainless maid , 
And either slept, nor knew of other there , 
Till the high dawn piercing the loyal lose 
In Aithur’s casement glimmei’d chastely 
down, 

Blushing upon them blushing, and at once 
He lose without a word and parted fiom 
hei 

But when the thing was blazed about the 
couit. 

The brute world howling forced them into 
bonds, 

And as it chanced they aie happy, being 
puie ’ 

‘O ay,’ said Vivien, ^that weie likely 
too 

What say ye then to fair Sir Peicivale 
And of the hoi rid foulness that he wi ought, 
The saintly youth, the spotless lamb of 
Chiist, 

Oi some black wether of St Satan’s fold 
What, in the piecincts of the chapel yaid, 
Among the knightly bi asses of the graves, 
And by the cold Hic Jacets of the dead ’ ’ 

And Merlin answer’d caieless of her 
chaige, 

‘ A sober man is Percivale and pure , 

But once in life was ilustei’d with new’' 
wine, 

Then paced foi coolness m the chapel- 
yatd , 

Where one of Satan’s shepherdesses caught 
And meant to stamp him with hei mastei’s 
maik , 

And that he sinn’d is not believable , 

;^or, look upon his face ' — but if he smn’d, 
The sin that piacticebums into the blood, 
And not the one dark hour which bungs 
remorse, 

Will bland us, after, of whose fold we be 
Oi else weie he, the holy king, whose 
hymns 

Aie chanted m the minster, w^oise than all 
But IS yoiu spleen froth’d out, or have ye 
more ’ 

And Vmen answer’d fi owning yet in 
waath 

‘ O ay , what say ye to Su Laiacelot, fuend 


Traitor or tiue ^ that commeice with the 
Queen, 

I ask you, IS it clamour’d by the child, 

Oi whispei’d in the corner? do ye know 
it>’ 

To which he answer’d sadly, <Yea, I 
know it 

Sn Lancelot went ambassador, at first, 

To fetch hei, and she watch’d him fioni 
hex walls 

A rumour luns, she took him foi the King, 
So fixt her fancy on Inm let them be 
But have ye no one woid of loyal piaise 
For Arthin, blameless King and stainless 
man?’ 

She answer’d wnth a low and chuckling 
laugh 

‘ klan ' IS he man at all, who knows and 
winks ? 

Sees what his fan bride is and does, and 
w inks ? 

By which the good King means to blind 
himself, 

And blinds himself and all the Table Round 
To all the foulness that they work M>self 
Could call him (weie it not foi womanhood) 
The pretty, popular name such manhood 
earns, 

Could call him the mam cause of all then 
crime , 

Yea, weie he not ciowm’d King, cowaid, 
and fool ’ 

Then Meihn to his own heart, loathing, 
said 

‘O true and tender ’ O my liege and 
King 1 

O selfless man and stainless gentleman, 
Who wouldst against thine own eye wit- 
ness fam 

Have all men tiue and leal, all w^omen 
pure , 

How, in the mouths of base mterpreteis, 
3"iom ovei fineness not mtUhgible 
To things with every sense as false and foul 
As the poach’d filth that floods the middle 
sheet. 

Is thy w'hite blamelessness accounted 
blame ' ’ 
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But Vivien, deeming Mcihn oveiboiiie 
By instance, lecommenced, and let her 
tongue 

Rage like a fii e among the noblest nameb, 
Polluting, and imputing her \\hole self, 
Defaming and defacing, till she left 
Not even Lanceiot biave, noi Galahad 
clean 

Hei woidb had issue othei than she 

•Will’d 

He diagg'd his eyebrow bushes down, 
and made 

A snowy penthouse foi his hollow eyes, 
And mutter’d in himself, ‘ Tell It/ the 
chaim f 

So, if she had it, would she lail on me 
To snare the next, and if she ha\t it not 
So will she lail What did the wanton say’? 
“ Not mount as high , ” we scaice can sink 
as low 

For men at most differ as Ileaxen and 
eaith, 

But women, woist and best, as Heaven 
and Plell 

I know the Table Round, my fiiends of 
old, 

All biave, and many gencious, and some 
chaste 

She cloaks the scai of some icpulse with 
lies , 

I well believe she tempted them and fail’d, 
Being so bitter foi hne plots may fail, 
Iho’ harlots paint then talk as ■v\dl as f ice 
WithcoloLUSof theheait thataienol theirs 
I will not let her know nine tithes of 
times 

Face flatteier and backbiter aie the same 
And they, sweet soul, that most impute a 
Clime 

Are pronest to it, and impute themselves, 
Wanting the mental lange , oi low desiie 
Not to feel lowest makes them lex el all , 
Yea, they would paie the mountain to the 
plain, 

To leave an equal baseness , and in this 
Are harlots like the crowd, that if they find 
Some stain or blemish in a name of note, 
Not giievmg that their gieatcst aie so 
small, 


Inflate themselves with some insane 
delight, 

And judge all nature fiom her feet of clay, 
Y ithout the w ill to lift then eyes, and see 
Her godlike head ci own’d with spnitinl 
file. 

And touching other oilds I am w eaiy 
of her ’ 

He spoke in words pait heaid, m 
whispeis part, 

Half suffocated in the hoaiy fell 
And many winter’d fleece of tin oat and 
chin 

But Vi\ien, gathering somewhat of Ins 
mood, 

And hcaung Giailot’ imitier’d twice oi 
tin ice, 

Leapt from her session on his lap, and 
stood 

Stiff as a xipei frozen , loathsome sight, 
IIow horn the rosy lips of life and love. 
Flash’d the bare -gunning skeleton of 
death ’ 

White was hei cheek, sharp hiealhs of 
angei puffd 

Ilei fauy nostiil out , her hand half 
clench’d 

Went filteiing sideuajs downwaid to her 
bell, 

And feeling, had she found i 
Iheie 

(For in a wmk the false love turns to 
hate) 

She %vould hax e stahb’d him , hut she 
found it not 

XIis eye was calm, and suddenly she took 
To bitter weeping like a beaten child, 

A long, long w^eeping, not consolable 
Then hei false voice made way, broken 
with sobs 

‘ O cruellei than was evei told in talc, 
Oi sung m song ' O xainly lavish’d lo\e ' 
O ciuel, theie was nothing wild or sti mge, 
Or seeming shameful — for w liat shame in 
love, 

bo love be true, and not as youis is — 
nothing 

Pool Vj-vien had not done to win his trust 
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Who call’d hei what he call’d hei — all 
her Clime, 

All — all — the wish to piove him wholly 
heis ’ 

She mused a little, and then chpt her 
hands 

Together with a w ailing shiiek, and said 
‘ Stabb’d thioughthe heart’s affections to 
the heart ’ 

Seethed like the kid m its own mothei’s 
milk ’ 

Kill’d with a woid woise than a life of 
blows ’ 

I thought that he was gentle, being great 

0 God, that I had lo\ed a smaller man ’ 

1 should hwe found in him a gieatei 

heait 

O, I, that flatteiing my tiue passion, saw 
The knights, the couit, the King, daik 
in yoiu light, 

Who loved to make men daiker than they 
aic, 

Because of that high pleasuie which I 
had 

To seat you sole upon my pedestal 
Of worship — I am answ cr’d, and hence 
foilh 

The coiuse of life that seem’d so flow^ci} 
to me 

W ith ;;you foi guide and mastei, only vou, 
JJecomes the sea -cliff pathway bioken 
shoit. 

And ending in a luin — nothing left, 

But into some low cave to ciawl, and 
there, 

If the wolf spaie me, v\eep my life away, 
Kill’d with mutteiable unkmdlmess ’ 

She paused, she tiiiii’d away, she hung 
hei head, 

The snake of gold slid fiom hei haii, the 
hi aid 

Slipt and uncoird itself, she wept afiesh 
And the diik wood gicw daikei tow aid 
the stoim 

In silence, while his angei slowly died 
Witliin him, till he let his wisdom go 
Foi ease of heait, and half believed liei 
line 


Call’d hei to shelter in the hollow oak, 
‘Come from the sloim,’ and having no 
leply, 

Gazed at the heavang shoiildei, and the 
face 

Hand -hidden, as for utmost giief oi 
shame , 

Then thi ice essay’d, by tendeiest touching 
teims, 

To sleek hei lufled peace of mind, in 
vain 

At last she let hei self he coiiqiiei’d hy him, 
And as the cageling newly flown letiuns, 
The seeming injiued simple heaited thing 
Came to liei old perch back, and settled 
there 

Theie while she sat, half falling fiom his 
knees, 

Half-nestled at his heait, and since he saw 
Ihe slow teai cieep fiom hei closed e}e 
lid et, 

About hei, more in kindness than in love, 
The gentle wizaid cast a shielding aim 
But she disl ink’d hei self at once and rose, 
Hei aims upon hei bieast acioss, and 
stood, 

A viitiious gentlew’oman deeply wiong’d, 
Upiiglit and flush’d befoie him then she 
said 

* Theie must be now no passages of lov e 
Betwii^t us twain hcncefoiwaid eveimoie, 
Since, if I be what I am giossly call d, 
What should he gi anted which youi own 
gloss heait 

Would leckon woith the taking^ I will 
SO 

in tiuth, but one thing now — belter have 
died 

Thiice than have ask’d it once — could 
make me stay — 

That pi oof of tiust — so often ask’d m 
vain ’ 

How justly, aftei that vile teim of }ouis, 
I find with giief I might believe }ou 
then, 

^Yho knows ^ once moie Lo ’ what was 
once to me 

hlcie inattei of the fancy, now hath giown 
The vast necessity ot heait and life 
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Farewell , think gently of me, for I fcai 
My fate oi folly, passing ga}ei youth 
For one so old, must be to love thee still 
But eie I leave thee let me swear once 
more 

That if I schemed against thy peace in 
this, 

May yon just heaven, that darkens o’er 
me, send 

One flash, that, missing all things else, 
may make 

My scheming brain a cindei, if I he ’ 

Scaice had she ceased, when out of 
heaven a bolt 

(Foi now the storm was close above them) 
struck, 

Fuiiowmg a giant oak, and javelimng 
With darted spikes and splmtcis of the 
wood 

The daik earth round lie laised his 
eyes and saw 

The tiee that shone white listed thio’ the 
gloom 

But Vivien, feaiing heaven had heaid hei 
oath, 

And dazzled by the livid flickering foik, 
And deafen’d wuth the stammeung c lacks 
and claps 

That follow’d, flying back and crying out, 

* O Merlin, tho’ you do not love me, save, 
Yet save me *’ clung to him and hugg’d 
him close , 

And call’d him dear protector in her 
flight, 

Nor yet foigot hei practice m her fright, 
But wrought upon his mood and hugg’d 
him close 

The pale blood of the wizaid at hei touch 
Took gayei colouis, like an opal warm’d 
She blamed hei self foi telling hearsay 
tales 

She shook from feai, and foi her fault 
she wept 

Of petulancy , she call’d him loid and 
liege, 

Her seei, her baid, her silver stai of eve, 
Her God, her Meihn, the one passionate 
love 

Of her whole life , and ever oveihead 


Bellow’d the tempest, and the rotten 
blanch 

Snapt in the lushing of the iiver lain 
j Above them , and in change of glaie and 
I gloom 

Fler eyes and neck glitteimg w^ent and 
came , 

Till now the storm, its burst of passion 
spent, 

Moaning and calling out of other lands, 
Had left the ravaged w'oodland yet once 
moie 

To peace , and what should not have been 
had been, 

Foi Meilm, oveUalk’d and oveiwoin, 
Had yielded, told hei all the chaim, and 
slept 

Then, m one moment, she put forth 
the chaim 

Of woven paces and of waving hands, 
And in the hollow^ oak he lay as dead, 
And lost to life and use and name and 
I fame 

I 

Then ciymg ‘ I have made his gloiy 
mine,’ 

And shucking out ‘O fool ’’the hailot 
leapt 

Adown the foiest, and the thicket closed 
Behind hci, and the foicst echo’d Hool ’ 

I 

LANCELOT AND ELAINE 

Elaine the fair, Elame the loveable, 
Elaine, the lily maid of Astolat, 

High in hei chambci up a tower to the 
east 

Guarded the sacred shield of Lancelot , 
Which first she placed wheie moimng’s 
earliest ray 

Might stiike it, and aw^al e her with the 
gleam , 

Then feaiing lusi oi soiliue fashion’d foi it 
A case of silk, and bi aided thcieupon 
All the devices blazon’d on the shield 
In their own tmet, and added, of hei wit, 
A boidei fantasy of bianch and fiowei, 
And yellow thioated nestling m the nest 
Noi rested thus content, but day by day, 
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Leaving her household and good fathei, 
climb’d 

That eastern towei, and entering barr’d 
hei dooi, 

Stnpt off the case, and lead the naked 
shield, 

Now guess’d a hidden meaning in his 
aims, 

Now made a pietty history to heiself 
Of every dint a s'woid had beaten in it, 
And every scratch a lance had made 
upon It, 

Conjectinmg when and wheie this cut 
IS fiesh , 

That ten yeais back , this dealt him at 
Caeilyle , 

That at Caeileon , this at Canielot 
And all God’s mercy, what a stroke was 
there ’ 

And heie a thrust that might have kill’d, 
but God 

Broke the stiong lance, and i oil’d his 
enemy down, 

And saved him so she lived in fantasy 

How came the lily maid by that good 
shield 

Of Lancelot, she that knew not ev’n his 
name^ 

He left it wnth her, when he lode to tilt 
loi the great diamond in the diamond 
jousts, 

Which Aithur had ordain’d, and by that 
name 

Had named them, since a diamond was 
the piize 

' For Arthur, long befoie they ci own’d 
him King, 

Roving the trackless realms of Lyonnesse, 
Had found a glen, giay bouldei and black 
tain 

A honor lived about the tain, and clave 
Like Its own mists to all the mountain 
side 

For heie two bi others, one a king, had 
met 

And fought togethei , but then names 
veie lost , 

And each had slam ins biothci at a blow. 


And down they fell and made the glen 
abhon’d 

And there they lay till all their hones 
were bleach’d, 

And lichen’d into coloui with the ciags 
And he, that once was king, had on a 
crown 

Of diamonds, one in fiont, and fom aside 
And Aithur came, and labouimg up the 
pass, 

All in a misty moonshine, unawares 
Had trodden that crown’d skeleton, and 
the skull 

Biake from the nape, and fiom the skull 
the Cl own 

Roll’d into light, and turning on its inns 
Fled like a glittering ri\ulet to the tain 
And down the shingly scaur he plunged, 
and caught, 

And set it on his head, and in his heart 
Heaid muimurs, ‘Lo, thou likewise shalt 
be King ’ 

Theieaftei, when a King, he had the 
gems 

Pluck’d fiom the ciown, and show’d them 
to his knights, 

Saying, ‘ These jewels, wheieupon I 
chanced 

Divinely, are the kingdom’s, not the 
King’s — 

F or public use hencefoi wm d let there be. 
Once eveiyyeai, a joust foi one of these 
Foi so by nine years’ proof we needs 
must leain 

Which is oui mightiest, and ouisehes 
shall grow 

In use of arms and manhood, till we drive 
The heathen, who, some say, shall lule 
the land 

Heieaftei, wdiich God hinder ’ Thus he 
spoke 

And eight years past, eight jousts had 
been, and still 

Had Lancelot won the diamond of the 
year, 

With puipose to piesent them to the 
Queen, 

When all were won , but meaning all at 
once 
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To snaie hei royal fancy with a boon 
AVorth half hei lealm, had never spoken 
woid 

Now for the central diamond and the 
last 

And largest, Aithui, holding then his 
court 

Hard on the iivei nigh the place which 
now 

Is this w Olid’s hugest, let proclaim a joust 
At Camelot, and when the time drew nigh 
Spake (foi she had been sick) to Giiine 
vere, 

^ Are you so sick, my Queen, you cannot 
move 

To these fan jousts^’ “^Yca, loid, ’ she 
said, ‘ ye know it ’ 

‘Then will ye miss,’ he answei’d, ‘the 
great deeds 

Of Lancelot, and his piowess in the lists, 
A sight yc lo\e to look on ’ And the 
Queen 

Lifted hei eyes, and they dwelt languidly 
On Lancelot, where he stood beside the 
King 

He thinking that he lead hei meaning 
there, 

‘Stay aMth me, I am sick, my love is 
moie 

Than many diamonds, ’ yuclded , and a 
heal t 

Love loyal to the least amsIi of the Queen 
(Howevci much he yearn’d to nuke 
complete 

The tale of diamonds foi his destined boon) 
Uiged him to speak against the tiutli, 
and say, 

‘ Sii King, mine ancient wound is haidly 
whole, 

And lets me fi om the saddle , ’ and the 
King 

Glanced fiist at him, then hei, and went 
his way 

No sooner gone than suddenly she began 

‘To blame, my loid Sii Lancelot, 
much to blame ’ 

Why go ye not to these fan jousts ^ the 
knights 


Are half of them oui enemies, and the 
crowd 

Will muimui, “ Lo the shameless ones, 
who take 

Their pastime now the tiustful King is 
gone ' ” ’ 

Then Lancelot \e\t at ha\ing lied in aain 
‘ \re ye so wise > ye w ei e not once so \\ ise, 
My Queen, that summei, when ye lo\ed 
me hist 

Then of the crowd } e took nomoie account 
lhan of the myiiad ciickct of the mead, 
When its own voice clings to each blade 
of glass, 

And eveiy voice is nothing As to 
knights, 

Them suidy can I silence with all ease 
But now my loyal worship is allow’d 
Of all men many a Laid, without oticnce, 
lias link’d om names togetlici in his h}, 
Lancelot, the fiow'-ci of biavuy, Guine 
\eie, 

The pearl of beauty and om knights at 
feast 

lla\e pledged us m this union, while the 
King 

Would listen smiling How then^ is 
theie moic^ 

lias Aithm spoken aught ^ oi would 
}omsclf, 

Now weaiy of my sen ice and dc\oii, 
Ilcneefoithbe tuioi to join fuiltlLsslouP’ 

‘>he broke into a little seoinful laugh 
‘Aithiu, my loid, Arthiu, the faultless 
King, 

That passionate peifcction, my good 
loid— 

But who can gaze upon the Sun in hea\ cm ^ 
lie nevei spake woid of icpioich to me, 
He ne\ei had a glimpse of mine mitiiith, 
He cries not foi me only heic to diy 
Iheie gleam’d a a ague suspicion in his 
eyes 

Some meddling logue has tainpci’d with 
him — else 

Rapt m this fancy of his Table Round, 
And sweaiing men to rows impossible, 
To make them like himself but, fiicml, 
to me 
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He IS all fault who hath no fault at all 
For who loves me must have a touch of 
eaith , 

The low sun makes the colour I am youis, 
Not Arthui’s, as ye know, sa\e by the 
bond 

And theiefoie heai my words go to the 
jousts 

Ihe tmy trumpeting gnat can bieak our 
dieam 

When sweetest , and the vei min voices here 
May buzz so loud — we scorn them, but 
they sting ’ 

Then answer’d Lancelot, the chief of 
knights 

‘ And with what face, aftei my pietext 
made, 

Shall I appeal, O Queen, at Camelot, I 
Befoie a King who honouis his own 
woid, 

As if it weie his God’s 

‘ Yea,’ said the Queen, 
‘A moial child without the ciaft to lulc. 
Else had he not lost me but listen to me. 
If I must find you wit we heai it said 
That men go down befoie yoiu spcii at 
a touch, 

But knowing }ou aie Lancelot, }oui gieat 
name. 

This conqueis hide it theiefore, go 
unknown 

Win ’ by this kiss you will and our true 
King 

Will then allow youi pietext, O my 
knight, 

AS all foi gloiy , foi to speak him hue, 
\e know^ light well, how meek soe’ei he 
seem, 

No keenei huntei after glory breathes 
Fie loves it in his knights moie than 
himself 

They piove to him his work win and 
letiiin ’ 

ThengotSii I ancelot suddenly to horse, 
Wiotli at himself Not willing to be 
known, 

Fie left the bauen beaten thoionghfaie, 


Chose the gieen path that show’d the 
raiei foot, 

And theie among the solitaiy downs, 

Full often lost in fancy, lost his way , 

Till as he traced a faintly shadow^’d hack, 
That all in loops and links among the 
dales 

Ran to the Castle of Astolat, he saw 
Filed fiom the west, far on a hill, the 
toweis 

Thitliei he made, and blew the gateway 
horn 

Then came an old, dumb, myiiad 
wiinkled man, 

Who let him into lodging and disarm’d 
And Lancelot mai veil’d at the woidless 
man , 

And issuing found the Lord of Astolat 
With two stiong sons, bn Toire and Sii 
Lavame, 

Moving to meet him m the castle couit , 
And close behind them stept the lily maid 
Elaine, hisdaughtei mothei of the house 
There was not some light jest among 
them rose 

With laughtei dying down as the great 
knight 

Appioach’d them then the Loid of 
Astolat 

‘ Whence comest thou, my guest, and by 
what name 

Livest between the lips ^ foi by thy stale 
And presence I might guess thee chief of 
those, 

Aftei the King, who eat m Aithui’s halls 
Film have I seen the lest, his I able 
Round, 

Known as they aie, to me they aie un 
known ’ 

Then answei’d Lancelot, the chief of 
knights 

‘ Known am I, and of Aithm’s hall, and 
known, 

What I by meie mischance ha\e brought, 
my shield 

But since I go to joust as one unknown 
At Camelot foi the diamond, ask me not, 
Ileieaftci yc shall know me — and the 
shield* — 
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I pray you lend me one, if such you have, 
Blank, or at least with some device not 
mine ’ 

Then said the Lord of Astolat, * Here 
IS lorre’s 

Hurt in his first tilt was my son, Sii Tone 
And so, God wot, his shield is blank 
enough 

Ills ye can have ’ Then added plain Sii 
Toire, 

* Yea, since I cannot use it, ye may have 
It ’ 

Heie laugh’d the father saying, ‘Fie, Sir 
Chilli, 

Is that an answei for a noble knight^ 
Allow him ' but Lavaine, my joimger 
heie, 

He IS so full of lustihood, he will ride, 
Joust for it, and win, and bung it m an 
horn, 

And set it in this damsel’s golden haii, 

To make her thiice as wilful as befoie ’ 

‘Nay, father, nay good father, shame 
me not 

Before this noble knight,’ said young 
Lavaine, 

‘ For nothing Siuely I but play’d on 
Torre 

He seem’d so sullen, vext he could not go 
A jest, no moie ^ for, knight, the maiden 
di eamt 

That some one put this diamond in her 
hand. 

And that it was too slippeiy to be held, 
And slipt and fell into some pool oi stream, 
The castle well, belike , and then I said 
That tfl went and tfl fought and won it 
(But all was jest and joke among ourselves) 
Then must she keep it safeher All v as 
jest 

But, fathei, gne me leave, an if he will. 
To nde to Camelot with this noble knight 
Wm shall I not, but do my best to win 
Yoimg as I am, yet would I do my best ’ 

‘So ye will grace me,’ answer’d 
Lancelot, 

Smiling a moment, ‘ with your fellowship 


O’ei these waste downs wheieon I lost 
myself, 

Then were I glad of you as guide and 
fuend 

And you shall win this diamond, — as I 
heai 

It is a fan laige diamond, — if ye may, 
And yield it to this maiden, if ye will ’ 

‘ A fan large diamond,’ added plain Sir 
Tone, 

‘ Such be foi queens, and not foi simple 
maids ’ 

Then she, wdio held hei eyes upon the 
ground, 

Elame, and heaid her name so tost about, 
Flush’d slightly at the slight dispaiagcment 
Btfoie the sti anger knight, who, looking 
at hei, 

Full coiully, yet not falsely, thusieturn’d 
‘ If what IS fair be but foi what is fan, 
And only queens aic to be counted so, 
Kash w ere my judgment then, who deem 
this maid 

Might weai as fair a jewel as is on eaith, 
Not violating the bond of like to like ’ 

He spoke and ceased the lily ma^d 
Flame, 

Won by the mellow voice bcfoie she look’d, 
I ifted hei eyes, and leid liis lineaments 
Iho great and guilty lo\e he bare the 
Queen, 

In battle with the love he bare his loid, 
Had mair’d his face, and maik’d it eie 
his time 

Anothei sinning on such heights with one, 
The flowei of all the west and all the 
woilcl, 

Had been the sleekei for it but in him 
His mood was often like a fiend, and lose 
And drove him into wastes and solitudes 
kor agony, who was yet a living soul 
Mill’d as he was, he seem’d the goodliest 
man 

That evei among ladies ate in hall, 

And noblest, when she lifted up hei eyes 
Howevei mail’d, of moie than twice hei 
years, 

Seam’d with an ancient swordcut on the 
cheek, 
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A^d bruised and bionzed, she lifted up 
her eyes 

And loved him, with that love 'which was 
her doom 

Then the gieat knight, the darling of 
the court, 

Loved of the loveliest, into that rude hall ’ 
Stept with all giace, and not with half 
disdain 

Hid undei giace, as in a smallei time, 

But kindly man mo-viiig among his kind 
Whom they with meats and vintage of 
their best 

And talk and minstrel melody entertain’d 
And much they ask’d of court and Table 
Round, 

And ever well and leadily answer’d he 
But Lancelot, when they glanced at 
Guinevere, 

Suddenly speaking of the wordless man, 
Heard fiom the Baron that, ten years 
before, 

1 he heathen caught and reft him of his 
tongue 

* He leaint and warn’d me of then fieice 
design 

Against my house, and him they caught 
and maim’d , 

But I, my sons, and little daughter fled 
From bonds oi death, and dwelt among 
the woods 

By the gieat iivei m a boatman’s hut 
Dull days were those, till oui good Aithur 
broke 

The Pagan yet once more on Badon hill ’ 

O there, gieat loid, doubtless,’ Lavaine 
said, lapt 

By all the sweet and sudden passion of 
youth 

Toward gieatness in its tldei, ^you have 
fought 

O tell us — for we live apart — ^you know 
Of Ai thui ’s gloiious wars ’ And Lancelot 
spoke 

And answer’d him at full, as having been 
With Arthm m the fight which all daylong 
Rang by the white mouth of the \ lolent 
Glem , 
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And in the four loud battles by the shore 
Of Duglas , that on Bassa , then the wai 
lhat thun del’d in and out the gloomy 
skiits 

Of Celidon the forest , and again 
By castle Gurnion, where the glorious 
' King 

Had on his cuirass worn oui Lady’s Head, 
Carved of one emeiald center’d in a sun 
Of silver rays, that lighten’d as he 
breathed , 

And at Caeileon had he help’d his lord, 
When the strong neighings of the wild 
white Horse 

Set eveiy gilded parapet shuddering , 

And up in Agned-Cathregoiiion too, 

And down the waste sand shores of Tiath 
Treroit, 

Where many a heathen fell , *• and on the 
mount 

Of Badon I myself beheld the King 
Charge at the head of all his 1 able Round, 
And all his legions ciymg Clnist and him, 
And bieak them , and I saw him, after, 
stand 

Pligh on a heap of slam, from spui to 
plume 

Red as the rising sun with heathen blood, 
And seeing me, with a great voice heciied, 
“They are broken, they aie broken’” 
foi the King, 

However mild he seems at home, noi cares 
For liiumph in oui mimic wars, the 
jousts — 

For if his own knight cast him down, he 
laughs 

Saying, his knights aie better men than 
he — 

Yet in this heathen war the fire of God 
F ills him I ne\ ei saw his like there In es 
No gieatei leader ’ 

While he utiei’d this, 
Low to hei own heart said the lily maid, 
‘Save youi great self, fair loid,’ and 
when he fell 

Fiom talk of war to traits of pleasantly — 
, Being mirthful he, but in a stately kind — 
1 She still took note that when the living 
smile 
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Died fiom liis lips, icioss him came a cloud 
Of melancholy seveie, from which again, 
"Whenevei in hei ho\ering to and fio 
The lily maid had stiiven to mal e him 
cheei, 

Theie brake a sudden beaming tenderness 
Of manners and of natiue and she 
thought 

That all was nature, all, pei chance, foi hei 
And all night long his face before her li\ ed, 
As when a paintei, poring on a face, 
Divinely thro’ all hindrance finds the man 
Behind it, and so paints him that his face, 
1 he shape and coloui of a mind and life. 
Lives foi his cliildien, e\ei at its best 
And fullest , so the face befoie hei li\ed, 
Dark splendid, speaking m the silence, 
full 

Of noble things, and held her from her 
sleep 

Till lallie she lose, half cheated in the 
thought 

She needs must bid faiewcll to sveet 
Lavaiiic 

Fnst as in fear, step after step, she stole 
Down the long tower stairs, hesitating 
Anon, she heard Sn Lancelot ci} in the 
court, 

This shield, my fiieiid, \Oieic is it^’ 
and L i\ aine 

Past inwaid, as she came fiom out the 
towel 

There to his pioud hoise Lancelot turn’d, 
and smooth’d 

The glossy shoulder, humming to himself 
Half-envious of the fiattciing hand, she 
drew 

Nearer and stood He look’d, and moie 
amazed 

Than if seven men had set upon him, saw 
The maiden standing in the dewy light 
He had not dream’ d she was so beautiful 
Then came on him a sort of sacred feai, 
For silent, tho’ he greeted hei, she stood 
Rapt on his face as if it weie a God’s 
Suddenly flash’d on her a wild desire, 
That he should wear her favoui at the tilt 
She braved a riotous heait in asking for it 
‘Fair loid, whose name I Imow not — 
noble it IS, 


I well belici e, the noblest — will you weai 
My favoui at this touiney ^ ^ Na} , ’ said 

he, 

‘Fair lad}, since I ne\er }et have worn 
Fa\oui of any lady in the lists 
Such is my w ont, as those, who know me, 
know^ ’ 

‘Yea, so,’ she answer’d, ‘tlienm weanng 
mine 

Needs must be lesser likelihood, noble 

fold, 

That those w ho know should know } on ’ 
And he turn’d 

Ilei counsel up and down w ithin Ins mind, 
And found it lure, and answ^er’d, ‘ liue, 
mv cliild 

Yell, I will weal it fetch it out to me 
What IS and she told him ‘A led 
slee\ c 

Bi Older ’d wath pearls,’ and bi ought it 
then he bound 

Hei tol en on his helmet, witn a smile 
Sa}ing, ‘ I ne\ei }et have done so much 
hui any maulcn living,’ and the blood 
Spring to hci free and fill’d her with 
delight , 

But left her ill the paid, when Lav line 
Returning biought the }et-imbLi/ou’(l 
shield, 

Ilisbiothei’s , which he gaveto Lincelot, 
Who pilled viith liis owm tofm Rhine 
‘ Do me this giaee, my eluld, to hive my 
shield 

III keeping till I come ’ ‘ A giacc to iik,’ 
She answei’d, ‘ twice to day 1 am yoiu 
squne '’ 

Whcieat Lavame said, laughing, ‘Lily 
maid, 

Foi feai oiii people call you lily maid 
In earnest, let me bring }oa] coloiii bick , 
Once, twice, and thnee now get }oii 
hence to bed ’ 

So kiss’d hei, and Sir Lancelot liis own 
hand, 

And thus they moved away she stiy’d 
a minute, 

Then made a sudden step to the gite, 
and there — 

Hei blight hail blown about the serious 
face 
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Yetiosy kindied with her biothei’s ki&b — 
Paused by the gateway, standing near 1 
the shield 

In silence, while she watch’d then arms 
far-off 

Spaikle, until they dipt below the downs 
Then to hei tower she climb’d, and took 
the shield, 

There kept it, and so lived in fantasy 

Meanwhile the new companions past 
away 

Far o’er the long backs of the bushless 
downs. 

To wheie Sn Lancelot knew there lived 
a knight 

Not far fiom Camelot, now for foity yeais 
A hermit, who had pray’d, labour’d and 
piay’d. 

And eaer labouimg had scoop’d himself 
In the white rock a chapel and a hall 
On massive columns, like a shoiecIiH cave, 
And cells and chambeis all weie fan 
and diy , 

The giecn light fioin the meadows iindei 
neath 

Stuick up and lived along the milky roofs , 
And m the meadow s tremulous aspen trees 
And pophis made a noise of falling 
show CIS 

And thithci wending there that night they 
bode 

Put when the next clay bioke from 
underground. 

And shot icd fire and shadows thro’ the 
cave, 

iRey lose, heaicl mass, broke fast, and 
rode away 

Then Lancelot saying, ^ Pleai, but hold 
my name 

Hidden, you ude with Lancelot of the 
Lake,’ 

Abash’d Laaaine, whose instant revei 
ence, 

Deaiei to tiue >oung hcaits than then 
own piaisc. 

But left him leave to stammei, Ms it 
indeed ?’ 

And after mutteung ‘ 1 he great Lancelot, ’ 


At last he got his bieath and answei’cl, 

‘ One, 

One have I seen — that othei, our liege 
lord. 

The diead Pencil agon, Bntain’s King of 
kings. 

Of whom the people talk mysteiiousl}, 
lie will he theie — then wcie I stiieken 
blind 

That minute, I might say that I had seen ’ 

So spake Lavaine, and when they 
reach’d the lists 

By Camelot in the meadow, let his e>es 
Run till o’ the peopled galleiy which half 
round 

Lay like a rainbow fall’n upon the glass, 
Until they found the clear faced King, 
who sat 

Robed in led samite, easily to be known, 
Since to his ciown the golden dragon 
clung, 

And dowm his robe the dragon writhed 
in gold, 

And fiom the caivenwoik behind him 
ciepL 

Two cliagons gilded, sloping down to 
make 

Aims foi his ehaii, while all the icst of 
them 

Thio’ knots and loops and folds mnu 
merahle 

Fled ever thio’ the woodwoik, till they 
found 

The new design wheiein they lost them 
selves. 

Yet with all ease, so tender was the work 
And, m the costly canopy o ci him set. 
Blazed the last diamond of the nameless 
king 

Then Lancelot answei ’d young Lavame 
and said, 

‘Me you call gicat mine is the liimer 
seat. 

The ti uei lance but there is many a youth 
Now crescent, who will come to all I am 
\nd oveicome it , md in me tbeie dwells 
No gieatncss, save it besomefai of! touch 
Of greatness to know well I am not great 
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Theie is the man ’ And Lavaine gaped 
upon him 

As on a thing mnaculousj and anon 
The ti limpets blew , and then did either 
side, 

They that assail’d, and they that held the 
lists, 

Set lance in rest, strike spin, suddenly 
move, 

Meet in the midst, and there so fuiiously 
Shock, that a man far oft might well 
perceive, 

If any man that day were left afield, 

The hard eaith shake, and a low thunder 
of arms 

And Lancelot bode a little, till he saw 
Which were the weaker , then he hml’d 
into it 

Against the stionger little need to speak 
Of Lancelot in his glory ’ King, duke, 
earl, 

Count, baron — whom he smote, he o\er 
thiew 

But in the field were Lancelot’s kith 
and km, 

Ranged with the Table Round that held 
the lists, 

Strong men, and wrathful that a sti anger 
knight 

Should do and almost oveido the deeds 
Of Lancelot , and one said to the other, 
‘Lo’ 

What IS he? I do not mean the force 
alone — 

The grace and versatility of the man ’ 

Is It not Lancelot ‘ When has Lance 
lot worn 

Favour of any lady in the lists’ 

Not such his wont, as we, that know him, 
know ’ 

‘How then’ who then’’ a fury seized 
them all, 

A fiery family passion for the name 
Of Lancelot, and a gloiy one with theirs 
They couch’d their speais and prick’d their 
steeds, and thus, 

Their plumes dnv’n backwaid by the wind 
they made 

In moving, all togethei down upon him 


Bale, as a wild wave in the wide Noith sea, 
Gieen glimmenng towaid the summit, 
bears, with all 

Its stoimy ciests that smoke against the 
skies, 

Down on a baik, and oveibeais the baik, 
And him that helms it, so the} o\eiboie 
Sii Lancelot and his chaigei, and a speai 
Down glancing lamed the chaiger, and a 
speai 

Flick’d shaiply his own cuiiass, and the 
head 

Pierced thio’ Ins side, and there srapt, 
and remain’d 

Then Sir Lavainc did well and woi 
ship fully , 

He bore a knight of old icpute to the 
eaith, 

And bi ought his hoise to Lancelot wheie 
he lay 

He up the side, sweating with agony, got, 
But thought to do while he might yet 
endure, 

And being lustily holpen by the rest, 

Ills paity, — tho’ it seem’d half miracle 
To those he fought with, — dra\e his kith 
and km, 

And all the Table Round that held the 
lists, 

Back to the bainer , then the tiumpets 
blew 

Proclaiming his the prize, who wore the 
sleeve 

Of scailet, and the peails , and all the 
knights, 

His paity, cued ‘Advance and take thy 
piize 

Thediamond,’ butlieanswei’d, ‘Diamond 
me 

No diamonds i foi God’s lo\e, a little air ’ 
Piize me no prizes, for my piize is death ’ 
Hence will I, and I chaige you, follow 
me not ’ 

He spoke, and vanish’d suddenly fioni 
the field 

With young Lavame into the poplar giove 
There fiom his chaiger down he slid, and 
sat, 
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Gasping to Sii Lavaine, ‘ Diaw the lance 
head ’ 

‘Ah my sweet lord Sir Lancelot,’ said 
Lavaine, 

* I dread me, if I draw it, you will die ’ 

But he, ‘ I die already with it draw — 

Draw,’ — and Lavaine diew, and Sn 
Lancelot gave 

A marvellous gieat shiieL and ghastly 
groan. 

And half his blood buist forth, and down 
he sank 

For the pure pain, and wholly swoon’d 
away 

Then came the hermit out and baie him 
in, 

There stanch’d his wound , and theie, in 
daily doubt 

Whethei to live oi die, for many a week 

Hid fiom the wide world’s lumoiir by the 
grove 

Of poplais with then noise of falling 
showeis, 

And evei-ti emulous aspen trees, he lay 

But on that day when Lancelot fled the 
lists, 

His party, knights of utmost North and 
West, 

Lords of waste maiches, kings of desolate 
isles. 

Came round their great Pendragon, saying 
to him, 

‘ Lo, Sire, oui kmght, thro’ whom we 
won the day, 

Flath gone soie wounded, and hath left 
his piize 

Uhtaken, crying that his pnze is death ’ 

‘Heaven hinder,’ said the King, ‘that 
such an one, 

So gieat a knight as we hav e seen to-day — 

He seem’d to me another Lancelot — 

Yea, twenty times I thought him Lance- 
lot — 

lie must not pass uncared for Where- 
fore, rise, 

O Gawam, and iide foith and find the 
knight 

Wounded and weaned needs must he be 
near 


S7 


I charge you that you get at once to horse 
And, knights and Lings, there breathes 
not one of you 

Will deem this pnze of ouis is rashly 
given 

His plow ess was too wondrous We will 
do him 

No customary honour since the knight 
Came not to us, of us to claim the prize, 
Ourselves will send it after Rise and take 
This diamond, and deliver it, and return, 
And bung us wheie he is, and how he 
fares. 

And cease not from yoiii quest until ye 
find ’ 

So saying, from thecaiven fiowei above, 
To which it made a restless heart, he took, 
And gave, the diamond then from w^here 
he sat 

At Arthur’s light, with smiling face arose, 
With smiling face and frowning heart, a 
Prince 

In the mid might and flourish of his May, 
Gawam, sui named The Couiteous, fair 
and strong, 

And after Lancelot, Tristram, and 
Geraint 

And Gareth, a good knight, but theie- 
withal 

Sir Modi ed’sbiothei, and the child of Lot, 
Noi often loyal to his word, and now 
Wioth that the King’s command to sally 
foith 

In quest of whom he knew not, made him 
leave 

The banquet, and concourse of knights 
and kings 

So all in wiath he got to hoise and 
went , 

While Aithur to the banquet, daik in 
mood, 

Past, thinking ‘ Is it Lancelot who hath 
come 

Despite the wound he spake of, all for 
gam 

Of gloiy, and hath added wound to wound, 
And udd’n away to die ?’ So fear’d the 
King, 
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And, after two days’ laniance there, 
return’d 

Then when he saw the Queen, einbiac 
mg ask’d, 

‘ Love, aie you yet so sick ‘ Nay, 
loid,’ she said 

‘And wdieie is Lancelot^’ Then the 
Queen amazed, 

‘ Was he not wath you^ won he not youi 
piize'?’ 

‘ Nay, but one hkc him ’ ‘Why that like 
was he ’ 

And when the King demanded how she 
knew , 

Said, ‘Loid, no sooner had ye paitcd 
fiom us, 

Than Lancelot told me of a common 
talk 

That men w^ent down befoie his speai at 
a touch, 

But knownng he was Lancelot , his gieat 
name 

Conquer’d , and theiefore would he hide 
his name 

Fiom all men, ev’n the King, and to this 
end 

Had made the pietext of a hindering 
wound, 

Tint lie might joust unknown of ill, and 
learn 

If his old plow css wcie in aught decay’d , 
And added, “ Oui true Aithui, when he 
leains. 

Will well allow my pietext, as for gam 
Of puiei gloiy ” ’ 

Then leplied the King 
‘ Fai lovehei in our Lancelot had it been, 
In lieu of idly dallying with the tiuth, 

To have trusted me as he hath ti Listed 
thee 

Smelyhis King and most familiai friend 
hlight well have kept his seciet True, 
indeed, 

Albeit I know my knights fantastical, 

So fine a fear in our laige Lancelot 
Must needs have moved my laughter 
now remains 

But little cause for laughter his own 

km — 


111 news, my Queen, foi all who love him, 
this ' — 

His kith and km, not knowing, set upon 
him , 

So that he went soie wounded from the 
field 

Yet good news too foi goodly hopes aie 
mine 

That Lancelot is no moie a lonely heait 

He woie, against his wmnt, upon his helm 

A &lee\e of scarlet, bioidei’d with gicat 
pcails, 

Some gentle maiden’s gift ’ 

‘ \ea, loid,’ she said, 

‘ Thy hopes aie mine,’ and saying tint, 
she choked, 

And shaiply turn’d about to hide her face, 

Past to hci chambei, and theie flung 
hciself 

Down on the gieat King’s couch, and 
wiitlied upon it, 

And clench’d her fingcis till they bit the 
palm, 

And shriek’d out ‘Tiaitoi’ to the un 
heaimg wall, 

Then flash’d into wild teais, and lose 
again. 

And moved about hei pilice, pioiid and 
pale 

Gawam the while Ihio’ all the legion 
loimd 

Rode witlihib diamond, weaned of the 
quest, 

Touch’d at all points, except the poplai 
gio\e, 

And came at last, tho’ late, to AstoUt" 

Whom gliitcxing m cnimell’d aims the 
maid 

Glinced at, and cned, ‘What news fiom 
Camelot, loxd ^ 

What of the kmght with the icd sleeve ?’ 
‘ He won ’ 

* I knew It,’ she said ‘ But paitcd fiom 
the jousts 

Hint m the side,’ wheieat she caught her 
breath , 

Thio’ hei own side she felt the sliaip 
lance go , 
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Theieon she smote liei hand wellnigh 
she swoon’d 

And, while he gazed wondeiingly at her, 
cam^ 

The Loid of Astolat out, to whom the 
Pi nice 

Reported w ho he was, and on what quest 
Sent, that he boie the piize ind could not 
find 

The victor, but had ridd’n a random 
round 

To seek him, and had wearied of the 
seal ch 

To whom the Lord of Astolat, ‘ Bide with 
us, 

And iide no moie at landom, noble 
Piince ' 

ITeie was the knight, and heie he left a 
shield , 

This w ill he send oi come foi furthei 
nioie 

Our son is with him , we shall heai anon, 
Needs must \yq heai ’ To this the com 
teous Piince 

Accoided with his wmnted courtesy, 
Courtesy with i touch of traitoi in it, 
And St ly’d , and c ast his e} ts on fan 
Lhme 

Wheie could be found face daintier^ then 
hci shape 

Fiom foiehcad dowm to foot, pufect — 
again 

From foot to foiehead exquisitely turn’d 
‘ Well — if I bide, lo ’ this wald flowei foi 
me ’’ 

And oft they met among the gaiden } cw s, 
And thcic he set himself to play upon hei 
With sail) mg wit, fiee flashes fiom i 
height 

Above hei, graces of the couit, and songs, 
bighs, and slow^ smiles, and golden elo- 
quence 

And amoious adulation, till the maid 
Rebell’d aeminst it, saying to him, ‘ Pimce, 
O lo\al nephew of oui noble King, 

Why ask you not to see the shield he lelt, 
hence you might Icain his name ^ Why 
slight yoiu King, 

And lose the quest he sent you on, and 
piove 


Sg 


No suiei than our falcon yesteiday, 

Who lost the hem we shpt her at, and 
went 

To all the winds ‘Nay, by mine 
head,’ said he, 

‘ I lose it, as we lose the lark m heaven, 

0 damsel, in the light of youi blue eyes , 
But an ve will it let me see the shield ’ 
And when the shield w^as brought, and 

Gawain saw 

Sii Lancelot’s azuie lions, cronm’d with 
gold, 

Ramp xn the field, he smote Ins thigh, 
and mock’d 

‘ Right w as the King ’ oui Lancelot ’ 
that tine man ' ’ 

‘ And light was I,’ she answer’d meriily, 

‘I, 

\\flio di earn’d my knight the greatest 
knight of all ’ 

‘And if L di earn’d,’ said Gawam, ‘that 
you lo\ e 

This gieatest knight, )oui paidon ’ lo, 
ye know it ' 

Speak therefoie shall I waste myself in 
vain ^ 

Full simple was her answei, ‘ Wliat know 

hly brethien ha\e been all my fellow 
ship, 

And I, when often they have talk’d of 
love, 

Wish’d it had been my mothei, foi they 
talk’d, 

Meseein’d, of what they knew not , so 
myself — 

1 know not if I know’’ what tine love is, 
But if I know, then, if I love not him, 

I know theie is none othei I cm lo\c ’ 
‘Yea, by God s dcith,’ said he, ‘ yc lo\ c 

him well, 

But would not, knew yc what all othc’^ 
know, 

And whom he lo\cs ’ ‘ bo he it,’ cued 

LI line, 

And lifted hei fui face and moved aw \y 
But he puisut.d liei, calling, ‘ Stay x 
little ' 

One golden minute’s giace ’ he woie 
your sleeve 
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"Would he break faith with one I may not 
name ? 

Must our true man change like a leaf at 
last ? 

Nay — like enow why then, fai be it 

fiom me 

To Cl OSS our mighty Lancelot in his 
loves ’ 

And, damsel, for I deem you know full 
well 

Where youi great knight is hidden, let 
me leave 

My quest with you , the diamond also 
here ’ 

For if you love, it will be sweet to gi\ e it , 

And if he love, it will be sweet to have it 

Fiom youi own hand , and whether he 
love or not, 

A diamond is a diamond Fare you well 

A thousand times ’ — a thousand times 
farewell ' 

Yet, if he love, and his love hold, wc 
two 

May meet at court hereaftei theie, I 
think, 

So ye will learn the courtesies of the 
couit, 

We two shall know each other * 

Then he ga\e, 

And slightly kiss’d the hand to which he 
gave, 

The diamond, and all weautd of the 
quest 

Leapt on his hoise, and carolling as he 
w'ent 

A true love ballad, lightly lode away 

Thence to the court he past , theie told 
the King 

What the King knew, ‘ Sii Lancelot is 
the knight ’ 

And added, ‘ Sue, my liege, so much I 
leaint , 

But fail’d to find him, tho’ I lode all 
lound 

The region but I lighted on the maid 

Whose sleeve he woie , she loves him , 
and to her, 

Deeming our couitesy is the truest law, 


I gave the diamond she will lendei it , 
Foi by mine head she knows his hiding- 
place ’ 

The seldom fi owning King fi own’d, 
and leplied, 

‘ Too couiteous tiuly ' ye shall go no more 
On quest of mine, seeing that ye forget 
Obedience is the courtesy due to kings ’ 

He spake and paited Wioth, but all 
in awe, 

Foi twenty stiokes of the blood, without 
a wotd, 

Linger’d that othei, staling aftei him , 
Then, shook his hair, stiode off, and 
buzz’d abioad 

About the maid of Astolat, and hei love 
All eais w^eie piick’d at once, all tongues 
weie loosed 

‘The maid of Astolat lo\es Sir Lance- 
lot, 

Sir Lancelot loves the maid of Astolat ’ 
Some read the King’s face, some the 
Queen’s, and all 

Had niauel what the maid might be, but 
most 

Piedoom’d hei as unworthy One old 
dame 

Came suddenly on the Queen with the 
shaip news 

She, that had heard the noise of it 
befoie, 

But son owing Lancelot should have 
stoop’d so low^ 

Mail’d her friend’s aim wath pale tran- 
quillity 

So lan the tale like fiie about the court, 
File m diy stubble a nine days’ wondei 
flaicd 

Till ev’n the knights at banquet twice or 
thuce 

Forgot to drink to Lancelot and the 
Queen, 

And pledging Lancelot and the lily maid 
Smiled at each othei, ■while the Queen, 
who sat 

With lips seveiely placid, felt the knot 
Climb m her tin oat, and with her feet 
unseen 
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Crush’d the wild passion out against the 
floor 

Beneath the banquet, where the meats 
became 

As wormwood, and she hated all who 
pledged 

But fai away the maid in Astolat, 

Hei guiltless iival, she that ever kept 
The one day-seen Sii Lancelot in her 
heart, 

Crept to hei father, while he mused alone, 
Sat on his knee, stroked his gray face 
and said, 

‘ Father, you call me wilful, and the fault 
Is youis who let me have my will, and 
now, 

Sweet faihei, will you let me lose my 
wits ?’ 

<Nay,’ said he, ‘suiely’ ‘Wherefore, 
let me hence,’ 

She answer’d, ‘and find out our deal 
Lavaine ’ 

‘Ye will not lose jour wits foi deai 
Lavame 

Bide,’ answer’d he ‘we needs must hear 
anon 

Of him, and of that other’ ‘Ay,’ she 
said, 

‘ And of that othei, foi I needs must hence 
And find that other, wheiesoe’er he be. 
And with mine own hand give his diamond 
to him, 

Lest I be found as faithless in the quest 
As yon proud Piince who left the quest 
to me 

Sweet father, I behold him in my dreams 
Gaunt as it weie the skeleton of himself. 
Death pale, for lack of gentle maiden’s 
aid 

The gen tlei -born the maiden, the more 
bound, 

My father, to be sweet and seiviceable 
To noble knights in sickness, as ye know 
When these have woin their tokens let 
me hence 

I piay you ’ Ihen hei father nodding 
said, 

‘ Ay, ay, the diamond wit ye w ell, my 
child, 


Right fam weie I to learn this knight 
weie whole, 

Being our gieatest yea, and you must 
give it — 

And sure I think this fruit is hung too 
high 

For any mouth to gape for sa\e a 
queen’s — 

Nay, I mean nothing so then, get you 
gone, 

Being so very wilful you must go ’ 

Lightly, hei suit allow’d, she slipt away, 
And while she made her ready for hei 
ride, 

Hei father’s latest woid humm’d m her 
ear, 

‘ Being so veiy wilful you must go,’ 

And changed itself and echo’d in hei heart, 

‘ Being so veiy wilful you must die ’ 

But she was happy enough and shook it 
oft, 

As we shake off the bee that buzzes at us , 
And in her heart she answer’d it and said, 

‘ What matter, so I help him back to life?’ 
Then fai away with good Su Tone foi 
guide 

Rode o’er the long backs of the bushless 
downs 

To Camelot, and before the city gates 
Came on her biother with a happy face 
Making a roan hoise caper and ciiivet 
For pleasuie all about a field of flowers 
Whom when she saw, ‘ Lavaine, ’ she 
cued, ‘ Lavaine, 

How faies my loid Sir Lancelot He 
amazed, 

‘Torre and Elaine’ why here? Sii 
Lancelot ’ 

How know ye my lord’s name is Lance 
lot?’ 

But when the maid had told him all her 
talt, 

Then turn’d Sii Tone, and being m his 
moods 

Left them, and under the strange-statued 
gate. 

Where Aithui’s wais weie rendei’d 
mystically, 

Past up the still rich city to his kin, 
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His own far blood, which dwelt at 
Cainelot , 

And hei, Lavaine acioss the poplar giove 
Led to the ca\es theie hist she saw the 
casque 

Of Lancelot on the wall her scailct 
sleeve, 

Tho’ caived and cut, and half the peails 
away, 

Sti earn’d from it still , and in her heart 
she laugh d, 

Because he had not loosed it fiom his 
helm, 

But meant once moic pci chance to tom 
ney in it 

And when they gain’d the cell whcicin 
he slept, 

His battle wiithen arms and mighty hands 
Lay naked on the wolfskin, and a dieim 
Of diagging down his enemy made them 
move 

Then she that saw him lying unslcek, 
iinshoin, 

Gaunt as it weie the skeleton of himself, 
Uttei’d a little tendei doloious cry 
Ihe sound not wonted in a place so still 
Woke the sick knight, and while he loU’d 
his eyes 

Yet blank fiom sleep, she started to him, 
saying, 

‘Your piue the cliimond sent jou b} the 
King ’ 

llis eyes glisten’d slio finciul ‘ Is it foi 
me 

And when the maid had told him all the 
tale 

Of King and Punce, the diamond sent, 
the quest 

Assign’d to her not woithy of it, she knelt 
Full lowdy by the corneis of his bed, 

And laid the diamond m his open hand 
Her face was neai, and as we Liss the 
child 

That does the task assign’d, he kiss’d hei 
face 

At once she shpt like water to the flooi 
‘Alas,’ he said, ‘your ride hath weaned 
you 

Lest must you have ’ ‘No rest for me,’ 
she said , 


‘ Nay, foi neai }OU, fan loid, I am at lest ’ 
Wlnt might she mean by that ? his laige 
black eyes, 

Yet laigei thio’ his leanness, dwelt upon 
her, 

Till all her heait’s sad seciet blazed itselt 
In the heait’s colouis on hei simple face 
And Lancelot look’d and was peiplexi in 
mind, 

And being weak in body said no moic , 
But did not love the coloiii , w^oman’s 
love, 

Sive one, he not legarded, and so turn’d 
Sighing, and feign’d a sleep until he slept 

Then lose Elaine and glided thio’ the 
fields, 

And past beneath the weirdly sculptiiicd 
gates 

Far up the dim nch city to hei kin , 
There bode the night but woke with 
diwii, and past 

Down thro’ the dim iich city to the fields, 
i hence to the cave so d ly by d aj she 
past 

In cithei twilight ghost like to and fio 
Gliding, and e\eiy day she tended him, 
Vnd likewise in in) a night and Lancelot 
Would, tho’ he call’d his wound \ little 
hint 

Whcicofhc should be quickly whole, at 
times 

Biam feieious in his heat and agon}, 
seem 

Uncouiteous, even he but the meek 
maid 

Sweetly foiboie him e\cr, being to him 
Meekci than any child to a lougli nufse, 
Mildei than any mothei to a sick child, 
And ncvei womxn yet, since man’s hist 
fall, 

Did kindhei unto man, but hci deep love 
Upboieher , till the hcimit, skill’d m all 
The simples and the science of that time, 
Told him that her fine care had saved his 
life 

And the sick man foigot hei simple blush. 
Would call hci fiiend and sistei, sweet 
Elaine, 

Would listen foi hei coming and icgiel 
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Hei parting step, and held her tendeily, 
And loved hei with all love except the 
love 

Of nian and woman when they love their 
best, 

Closest and sweetest, and had died the 
death 

In any knightly fashion for her sake 
And perad venture had he seen hei fiist 
She might have made this and that othei 
world 

Another v orld for the sick man , but now 
The shackles of an old love stiaiten’d 
him, 

His honoLii rooted in dishonour stood, 
And faith unfaithful kept him falsely tiue 

Yet the gieat knight in his mid sick 
ness made 

Full many a holy vow and puie lesohe 
these, as but bom of sickness, could not 
live 

Foi when the blood lan luslici m him 
again, 

Full often the bright image of one face, 
klaking a tieacherous quiet in his heait. 
Dispersed his rcsolutiun like a cloud 
Then if the maiden, while that ghostly 
giacc 

Bcamkl on his fancy, spoke, he answer’d 
not, 

Or shoit and coldly, and she knew light 
well 

What the rough sickness meant, but what 
this meant 

She knew not, and the sonow dimm’d 
hei sight. 

And dri\e hei eie her time acioss the 
fields 

Fu into the iich city, whcie alone 
She mill mul’d, ‘ Vain, in \ain it cannot 
be 

lie Will not love me how then^ must 
I die>’ 

Then as a little helpless innocent hiid, 
That has but one plain passage of few 
notes, 

Will sing the simple passage o’ei and o’er 
Foi ill an April morning, till the ear 
Wearies to hear it, so the simple maid 


Went half the night repeating, ‘Must I 
die 

And now to light she turn’d, and now to 
left, 

And found no ease in turning oi in lest , 
And ‘ Him oi death,’ she mutter’d, 
‘death oi him,’ 

Again and like a buitlien, ‘ Him oi death ’ 

But when Sir Lancelot’s deadly hurt 
vas whole, 

To Astolat letiiinmg lode the thiee 
riieie mom by mom, aiiaying hei sweet 
self 

In that wheiein she deem’d she look’d 
her best, 

She came before Sn Lancelot, foi she 
thought 

‘ If I be loved, these are my festal lobes. 
If not, the victim’s floweis bcfoie he fill ’ 
And Lancelot e\ei piest upon the maid 
That she should ask some goodly gift of 
him 

Foi hei own self oi heis, ‘and do not 
shun 

To speak the wish most neai to )oiu line 
heait , 

Such service have ye done me, tint I make 
My will of yours, and Pimce and Lord 
am I 

In mine own land, and what I will I can ’ 

1 hen like a ghost she lifted up hei face, 
But like a ghost without the powei to 
speak 

And Lancelot saw that she withheld hei 
wish, 

And bode among them yet a little space 
fill be should learn it , and one mom it 
chanced 

He found her in among the gaiden yews, 
And said, ‘Delay no longei, speak youi 
wish, 

Seeing I go to day ’ then out she biake 
‘ Going ^ and we shall never see y ou moie 
And X must die foi want of one bold v oid ’ 
‘ Speak that I h\e to heai,’ he said, ‘ is 
yoiiis ’ 

Then suddenly and passionately she spoke 
‘ I have gone mad I lo\ e you let me 
die ’ 
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* Ah, sister,’ answer’d Lancelot, ‘what is 
this^’ 

And innocently extending hei white aims, 
‘Your love,’ she said, ‘}our love — to be 
youi wife ’ 

And Lancelot answer’d, ‘ Had I chosen 
to wed, 

I had been wedded earlier, sweet EKme 
But now there nevei will be wife of mine ’ 
‘No, no,’ she cued, ‘I caie not to be 
wife, 

But to be with you still, to see yoiii free, 
lo seive you, and to follow you thro’ the 
woild ’ 

And Lancelot answer’d, ‘ Nay, the woild, 
the world. 

All ear and eye, with such a stupid heai t 
To mteipiet ear and eye, and such a 
tongue 

To blare its own interpretation — nay, 

Full ill then should I quit your brothers 
love, 

And your good father’s kindness * And 
she said, 

‘ Not to be with you, not to see your face — 
Alas for me then, my good days are done ’ 
‘Nay, noble maid,’ he answei’d, ‘ten 
times nay ’ 

This IS not love but love’s hist flash m 
youth, 

Most common yea, I know it of mine 
own self 

And you youiself will smile at your own 
self 

Hereaftei, when you yield yoiu flower of 
life 

To one more fitly yours, not thnee youi 
age 

And then will I, for trae you are and 
sweet 

Beyond mine old belief m womanhood, 
More specially should yom good knight 
be poor, 

Endow you with bioad land and terutoiy 
Even to the half my realm beyond the 
seas, 

So that would make you happy fuithei 
more, 

Ev’n to the death, as tho’ ye were my 
blood, 


In all youi quairels will I be youi knight 
This will I do, dear damsel, for youi sake, 
And moie than this I cannot ’ 

While he spoke 
She neithei blush’d nor shook, but 
deathly pale 

Stood grasping what was nearest, then 
replied 

‘Of all this will I nothing ,’ and so fell, 
And thus they bore her swooning to hex 
lowei 

Then spake, to whom thro’ those black 
walls of yew 

Their talk had pierced, hei fathei ‘ , 

a flash, 

I feai me, that will stiike my blossom dead 
Too courteous are ye, fair Lord Lancelot 
I pray you, use some lough discourtesy 
To blunt or bicak hei passion ’ 

Lancelot said, 
‘That weie against me what I can I 
will ,’ 

And theie that day remain’d, and towaid 
even 

Sent for his shield full meekly lose the 
maid, 

Stiipt off the case, and gw e the naked 
shield , 

Then, when she heaid his hoise upon the 
stones, 

Unclasping flung the casement back, and 
look’d 

Down on his helm, from w^hich her sleeve 
had gone 

And Lancelot knew the little clinking 
sound , 

And she by tact of love was well awaie 
That Lancelot knew that she was looking 
at him 

And yet he glanced not up, nor waved 
his hand, 

Noi bad farewell, but sadly lode away 
This was the one discouitesy that he used 

So m hei tower alone the maiden sat 
His veiy shield was gone , only the case, 
Hei own poor -work, hei empty labour, 
left 
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But still she heaid him, still his pictuie ' 
form’d 

And grew between her and the pictured 
wall 

Then came her fathei, saying in low tones, 

'Have comfort,’ whom she greeted 
quietly 

Then came her biethren saying, ' Peace 
to thee, 

Sweet sistei,’ whom she answer’d with all 
calm 

But when they left her to herself again, 

Death, like a friend’s voice from a distant 
field 

Approaching thro’ the darkness, call’d , 
the owls 

Wailmg had powei upon her, and she 
mixt 

Pier fancies with the sallow-iifted glooms 

Of evening, and the meanings of the wind 

And in those days she made a little 
song. 

And call’d hei song ' The Song of Love 
and Death,’ 

And sang it sweetly could she make 
and sing 

' Sweet IS tiue love tho’ given m vain, 
in vain , 

And sweet is death who puts an end to 
pain 

I know not which is sweeter, no, not I 

'Love, art thou sweet ^ then bitter 
death must be 

Love, thou art bittei , sweet is death to 
me 

0 Love, if death be sweeter, let me die 

‘ Sweet love, that seems not made to 
fade aw^ay, 

Sweet death, that seems to make us love 
less clay, 

1 know not which is sweeter, no, not I 

' I fam would follow love, if that could 
be , 

I needs must follow death, who calls foi 
me , 

Call and I follow, I follow ’ let me die ’ 
III 


High with the last line scaled hei \ oice, 
and this, 

All in a fiery dawning wild with wind 
That shook her tower, the brothers heard, 
and thought 

With shuddeimg, ' Hark the Phantom of 
the house 

That ever shiieks befoie a death,’ and 
call’d 

The fathei, and all three in hurry and fear 
Ran to her, and lo ' the blood-red light 
of dawn 

Flared On hei face, she shrilling, 'Let 
me die * ’ 

As when we dwell upon a woid we 
know. 

Repeating, till the word we know so well 
Becomes a wonder, and we know not why, 
So dwelt the fathei on her face, and 
thought 

' Is this Elaine^’ till back the maiden fell, 
Then gave a languid hand to each, and 
lay. 

Speaking a still good morrow with hei 
eyes 

At last she said, ‘Sweet biothers, yester 
night 

I seem’d a curious little maid again, 

As happy as when we dwelt among the 
woods, 

And when ye used to take me with the 
flood 

Up the gieat iiver in the boatman’s boat 
Only ye would not pass beyond the cape 
That has the poplar on it theie ye fixt 
Your limit, oft leturnmg with the tide 
And yet I cued because ye would not pass 
Beyond it, and far up the shining flood 
Until we found the palace of the King 
And yet ye would not , but this night I 
dream’d 

That I was all alone upon the flood. 

And then I said, “Now shall I have my 
will ” 

And there I woke, but still the wish 
remain’d 

So let me hence that I may pass at last 
Beyond the poplai and far up the flood, 
Until I find the palace of the King 

D 
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Theie will I enter in among them all, 
And no man theie will dare to mock at 
me , 

But there the fine Gawain will wonder at 
me. 

And theie the great Sii Lancelot muse 
at me , 

Gawain, who bad a thousand farcw^ells to 
me, 

Lancelot, who coldly went, nor bad me 
one 

And theie the King will know me and 
my love, 

And there the Queen hei self ill pity me, 
And all the gentle coiiit will welcome me, 
And aftei my long voyage I shall le^t ’’ 

^ Peace,’ said her fathei, ^ 0 my child, 
ye seem 

Light headed, for what foice is yours to 

go 

So faij being sick ? and wherefore would 
ye look 

On this proud fellow again, who scorns 
us alp’ 

Then the rough Torre began to heave 
and move, 

And blustci into stormy sobs and say, 
iievei loved him an I meet with 
him, 

I care not howsoevei gieat he be, 

Then will I stiike at him and stiike him 
down, 

Give me good fortune, I will stiike him 
dead, 

For this discomfoit he hath done the 
house ’ 

To whom the gentle sister made leply, 

‘ Fret not yomself, dear brothei, noi be 
wioth, 

Seeing it is no more Sii Lancelot’s fault 
Not to love me, than it is mine to love 
Him of all men who seems to me the 
highest ’ 

* Highest^’ the fathei answei’d, echoing 
Giighest?’ 

(He meant to hieak the passion in hei) 
‘nay, 


Daughter, I know not what )ou call the 
highest , 

But this I know, foi all the people know it, 
He loves the Queen, and man open shame 
And she letmns his lo\e in open shame. 
If this be high, what is it to be low ?’ 

Then spake the lily maid of Aslolat 
‘ Sw'eet fathei, all too f uni and sick am 1 
For angei these aie slandeis never yet 
Was noble man but made ignoble talk 
lie makes no fuend who nevei made a foe 
But now it IS my gloiy to have loved 
One pceiless, without stain so let me 
piss, 

hly fathei, howsoe’ei I seem to yon, 

Not all unhappy, having loved God’s best 
And gieatest, tho’ my love had no letiiin 
Yet, seeing you desue youi child to live, 
Thanks, but you woik against youi own 
desire , 

For if I could believe the things you say 
I should but die the soonei , wheiefoie 
cease, 

Sweet father, and bid call the ghostly man 
Hithei, and let me shrive me clean, and 
die ’ 

So wdien the ghostly man had come and 
gone, 

She with a free, bright as foi sin foi given. 
Besought Lavainc to wiite as she cltMsed 
A lettci, woid for woicl , and when he 
ask’d 

‘ Is it foi I ancelol, is it foi my deai lord> 
Then will I bcai it gladly she icplied, 

‘ Foi Lancelot and the Queen and all the 
woild, 

But I myself must beai it ’ Then he wrote 
1 he letter she devised , which being wTit 
And folded, ‘ O sweet father, tendei and 
tiue, 

Deny me not,’ she said — ^ye nevei yet 
Denied my fancies — this, however stiange, 
My latest lay the letter in my hand 
A little ere I die, and close the hand 
Upon it , I shall guaid it even in death 
And when the heat is gone fiom out my 
heait, 

Then lake the little bed on which I died 
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For Lancelot’s love, and deck it like the 
Queen’s 

For richness, and me also like the Queen 
In all I have o^iich, and lay me on it 
And let theie be piepaied a chariol-bier 
To take me to the iivei, and a baige 
Be ready on the iiver, clothed in black 
I go m state to couit, to meet the Queen 
Theie suiely I shall speak for mine own 
self, 

And none of you can speak for me so well 
And therefore let our dumb old man alone 
Go with me, he can steer and low, and he 
Will guide me to that palace, to the 
doors ’ 

She ceased her father promised , 
wheieupon 

She giew so checiful that they deem’d hei 
death 

Was lathei in the fantasy than the blood 
But ten slow mornings past, and on the 
eleventh 

Her father laid the letter in her hand, 
And closed the hand upon it, and she died 
So that day theie was dole in Astolat 

But when the ne\t sun biale from 
undeigiound, 

Then, those two biethren slowly walh bent 
blows 

Accompanying, the sad chauot biei 
Past like a shadow thio’ the field, that 
shone 

Full-summei, to that stream wheieon the 
baige, 

Pall’d all its length in blackest samite, lay 
There sat the lifelong ciealuicof the house, 
Loyal, the dumb old seivitor, on deck, 

W mkmg his eyes, and twisted all his face 
So those two biethren from the chariot took 
And on the black decks laid hei m hei bed, 
Set m hei hand a lily, o er her hung 
The silken case with braided blazonmgs. 
And ki&b’d hci quiet brow s, and saying to 
her 

‘ Sister, faiewell for e\er,’ and again 
‘Faiewell, sweet sister, ’pai ted all m teais 
Then rose the dumb old seiritoi, and the 
dead. 


Oai’d by the dumb, w^ent upward with 
the flood — 

In hei light hand the lily, iii her left 
The lettei — all her bright Iran streaming 
down — 

And all the coverlid was cloth of gold 
Diawu to hei waist, and she hei self in 
white 

All but hei face, and that cleai featuied 
face 

Was lor ely, for she did not seem as dead. 
But fast asleep, and lay as tho’ she smiled 

That day Sii Lancelot at the palace 
craved 

Audience of Guinevere, to give at last 
lire price of half a lealm, his costly gift, 
Ilaid w^on and haidly won with bruise and 
blow, 

With deaths of others, and almost his 
own, 

The nine-years fought-foi diamonds foi 
he saw 

One of hei house, and sent him to the 
Queen 

Beaimg his wish, wheieto the Queen 
agieed 

With such and so unmoved a majesty 
She might have seem’d hei statue, but 
that he, 

Low drooping till he wellmgh kiss’d hei 
feet 

Foi loyal awe, saw with a sidelong eye 
The shadow of some piece of pointed lace, 
In the Queen’s shadow, vibiate on the 
walls, 

And paited, laughing mhis couitly heait 

All in an oriel on the summei side, 
Vine clad, of Aithui’s palace towaid the 
stieam, 

They met, and Lancelot kneeling uttei’d, 
‘ Queen, 

Lady, my licgc, nr whom I have my joy, 
Take, what I had not won except foi yon, 
1 hesc jewels, and make me happy, making 
them 

An armlet for the loundest aim on eaith, 
Or necklace for a neck to w^hicli the 
swan’s 
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Is tawnier than her cygnet’s these are 
words 

Your beauty is yoiu beauty, and I sin 
In speaking, yet O giant my woiship of it 
Words, as we giant giief tears Such sin 
111 woids 

Perchance, we both can paidon but, my 
Queen, 

I heal of iiinioui*s flying tin o’ your court 
Our bond, is not the bond of man and 
wife, 

Should have in it in ibsoluter tiiist 
To make up that defect let lumouis be 
When did not rumours fly? these, as I 
trust 

That you tuist me in youi own nobleness, 
I may not well believe thit you believe ’ 

While thus he spoke, half turn’d iwiy, 
the Queen 

Biake from the vast oiiel embowering vine 
Leaf after leaf, and tore, ind cast them 
off, 

Till all the place whereon she stood w is 
gieen , 

Then, when he ceised, in one cold passive 
hand 

Received at once ind hid iside the gems 
There on a table neii hei, and leplicd 

‘ It may be, I am quickci of belief 
Than you believe me, Lancelot of the 
Lake 

Oui bond IS not the bond of man and wife 
This good IS in it, whatsoe’er of ill, 

It can be bioken easiei I for you 
This many a year have done despite and 
wiong 

To one whom ever in my heart of hearts 
I did acknowledge nobler What aic 
these ^ 

Diamonds for me ’ they had been thiice 
their worth 

Being your gift, had you not lost your 
own 

To loyal heaits the value of ill gifts 
Must vary as the giver’s Not for me ’ 
For her ’ for your new fancy Only this 
Grant me, I pray you have your joys 
apart 


I doubt not that however changed, )oii 
keep 

So much of what is graceful and myself 

Would shun to break those bounds of 
couitesy 

In which as Aithur’s Queen I move and 
rule 

So cannot speak my mind An end to 
this ’ 

A strange one ’ yet I take it with Amen 

So play you, add my diamonds to her 
pearls , 

Deck her with these , tell her, she shines 
me down 

An aimlet for an arm to which the 
Queen’s 

Is haggaid, oi a necklace foi a neck 

0 as much fairer — as a faith onct fair 

Was nchei than these diamonds — heis 

not mine — 

Nay, by the mothci of our Loid himself, 

01 heis 01 mine, mine now to woik my 

will — 

She shall not have them ’ 

Saying which she seized, 

And, thio’ the casement standing vidt 
foi heat, 

Flung them, and down thc) flash’d, and 
smote the slieam 

Then fiom the smitten smfacc flish’d, as 
It weic, 

Diamonds to meet them, and they past 
away 

Then while Sn Lancelot leant, in half 
disdain 

At love, life, all things, on the window 
ledge, 

Close underneath his eyes, and right 
across 

Where these had fallen, slowly past the 
barge 

Whereon the hly maid of Astolat 

Lay smiling, like a stir m blackest night 

But the wild Queen, who saw not, biiist 
away 

To weep and wail m seciet , and the 
baige, 

On to the palace doorway sliding, paused 
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Theie two stood aim’d, and kept the 
door , to whom, 

All up the marble staii, tier over tier, 
Were added mouths that gaped, and eyes 
that ask’d 

^ What IS it ’’ but that oarsman’s haggard 
face, 

As hard and still as is the face that men 
Shape to their fancy’s eye from broken 
rocks 

On some cliff- side, appall’d them, and 
they said, 

^ He IS enchanted, cannot speak — and she, 
Look how she sleeps — the Faiiy Queen, 
so fan ’ 

Yea, but how pale ’ what are they > flesh 
and blood ^ 

Oi come to take the King to Fairyland ^ 
For some do hold oui Arthur cannot die. 
But that he passes into Faiiyland ’ 

While thus they babbled of the King, 
the King 

Came girt with knights then turn’d the 
tongueless man 

From the half-face to the full eye, and 
rose 

And pointed to the damsel, and the doors 
So Arthui bad the meek Sii Peici\ale 
And pure Sir Galahad to uplift the maid , 
And leveicntly they boie her into hall 
Then came the fine Gawam and wonder’d 
at her, 

And Lancelot latei came and mused at 
her, 

And last the Queen herself, and pitied 
her 

But Arthur spied the letter in her hand, 
Stoopt, took, brake seal, and read it , 
this was all 

^ Most roble lord, Sir Lancelot of the 
Lake, 

I, sometime call’d the maid of Astolat, 
Come, for you left me taking no farewell, 
Jlithei, to take my last faiewell of you 
I loved you, and my love had no letuin, 
And theiefore my true love has been my 
death 

And therefore to our Lady Guinevere, 


And to all othei ladies, I make moan 
Pray for my soul, and yield me burial 
Play foi my soul thou too, Sii Lancelot, 
As thou art a knight peerless ’ 

Thus he read , 
And ever in the reading, lords and dames 
Wept, looking often fiom his face who 
lead 

To heis which lay so silent, and at times, 
So touch’d were they, half thinking that 
her lips. 

Who had devised the letter, moved agam 

Then fieely spoke Sir Lancelot to them 
all 

‘My loid liege Arthur, and all ye that 
hear. 

Know that foi this most gentle maiden’s 
death 

Right heavy am I , for good she was and 
true, 

But loved me with a love beyond all love 
In women, whomsoever I have known 
Yet to be loved makes not to love again , 
Notatmyyeais, however it hold m }Outh 
I swear by truth and knighthood that I 
gave 

No cause, not willingly, for such a love 
To this I call my fiiends in testimony. 
Her brethren, and her father, who himself 
Besought me to be plain and blunt, and 
use. 

To break her passion, some discourtesy 
Against my nature what I could, I did 
I left hei and I had hei no farewell , 
Tho’, had I dreamt the damsel would 
have died, 

I might have put my wits to some rough 
use, 

And help’d her from hei self ’ 

Then said the Queen 
(Sea was hei wrath, }et working after 
storm) 

‘Ye might at least ha\e done her so 
much grace, 

Fair lord, as w^ould have help’d her from 
her death ’ 

Pic raised his head, their eyes met and 
heis fdl, 
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He adding, 

‘ Queen, she would not be content 
Save that I wedded her, which could not 
be 

Then might she follow me thro’ the woild, 
she ask’d , 

It could not be I told hei that her lo\ e 
Was but the flash of youth, would daiken 
down 

I o rise hereaftei in a stiller flame 
Tovvaid one more worthy of hci — then 
would I, 

Moie specially were he, she wedded, poor, 
Estate them with laige land and territory 
In mine own realm beyond the narrow 
seas, 

To keep them in all joyance more than 
this 

I could not , this she would not, and she 
died ’ 

lie pausing, Arthur answer’d, ^ O my 
knight, 

It will be to thy woiship, as my knight, 
And mine, as head of all oiu fable Round, 
To see that she be buiicd worshipfully ’ 

So toward that shrine which then m 
all the lealin 

Was richest, Arthur leading, slowly ent 
Ihe mai shad’d Oidei of then labic 
Round, 

And Lancelot sad beyond his wont, to see 
Ihe maiden buried, not as one unknown, 
Nor meanly, but with goigeous obsequies, 
And mass, and i oiling music, like a queen 
And when the knights had laid hei comely 
head 

Low in the dust of half-forgotten kings, 
Then Arthui spake among them, ‘Let 
hei tomb 

Be costly, and her image thereupon, 

And let the shield of Lancelot at hei feet 
Be caiven, and her lily m her hand 
And let the story of hei doloious \oyage 
For all true heaits be blazon’d on her tomb 
In letteis gold and azure ’ ’ which was 
wrought 

Thereafter , but when now the lords and 
dames 


And people, from the high door stream 
ing, brake 

Disorderly, as homeward each, the Queen, 
Who mark’d Sn Lancelot where he moved 
apart, 

Diew near, and sigh’d in passing, 
‘ Lancelot, 

Foigive me , mme was jealousy m love ’ 
He answer’d with his eyes upon the ground, 
‘ That IS love’s cuise, pass on, my Queen, 
forgiven ’ 

But Aithui, who beheld his cloudy blows, 
Approach’d him, and with full affection 
said, 

‘ Lancelot, my Lancelot, thou in whom 
I ha\e 

Most joy and most afiiance, foi I know 
What thou hast been m battle by my side, 
And many a lime have watch’d thee at 
the tilt 

Strike down the lusty and long practised 
knight, 

And let the younger and unskill d go by 
io win his honoui and to make his name, 
And loved thy couitcsies and thee, a man 
Made to be loved , but now I would to 
God, 

Seeing the homeless trouble m Ihmc eyes, 
Ihou couldsl have Io\ed this maiden, 
shaped, it seems, 

By God foi thee alone, and fiom hei face, 
If one miy judge the living by the dead. 
Delicately pme md maucllously fair, 
Who might have bi ought thee, now a 
lonely man 

Wifeless and hcirless, noble issue, sons 
Bom to the gloiy of thy name and fame, 
My knight, the gieat bn Lancelot of the 
Lake ’ 

Then answer’d Lancelot, ‘ Fan she was, 
my King, 

Pure, as you ever wish >our knights to be 
To doubt hei fairness weie to wint an eye, 
To doubt hei puiencss were to want a 
heart — 

Yea, to be loved, if what is woUhy love 
Could bind him, but flee love wdl not be 
bound ’ 
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‘ Fiee love, so bound, weie fxeest,’ said 
the King 

‘Let love be fiee , free love is for the 
best 

And, after heaven, on oui dull side of 
death. 

What should be best, if not so puie a love 
Clothed in so puie a loveliness ^ yet thee 
She fail’d to bind, tho’ being, as I think, 
Unbound as yet, and gentle, as I know * 

And Lancelot answer’d nothing, but 
he went, 

And at the inrunning of a little brook 
Sat b> the ri\ei in a cove, and watch’d 
The high reed wave, and lifted up his eyes 
And saw the baige that bi ought hei 
moving down, 

Fai off, a blot upon the stream, and said 
Low in himself, ‘ Ah simple heart and 
sweet, 

Ye loved me, damsel, surely with a love 
Fai tender cr than my Queen’s Pray for 
thy soul ^ 

Ay, that will I Faicwell too — now at 
last — 

Faiewell, fan hi}/ “Jealousy in love^” 
Not lather do id love’s haish hen, jealous 
piidc ^ 

Queen, if I giant the jealousy as of love, 
May not >oui descent feai foi name and 
fame 

Speak, as it waxes, of a love that wanes? 
Why did the King dwell on iny name to 
me ? 

Mine own naiiie shames me, seeming a 
repioach, 

I ancelot, whom the Lady of the Lake 
Caught fiom 'his inothei’s aims — the 
wondrous one 

Who passes thro’ the vision of the night — 
She chanted snatches of m^steiious hymns 
Fleaid on the winding wateis, e\e and 
mom 

She kiss’d me saying, “Thou ait fan, 
my child, 

As a king’s son,” and often in hei aims 
She baie me, pacing on the dusky ineie 
Would she had drown’d me m it, whcie’ei 
It be ’ 


For what am I? what profits me my name 
Of gieatest knight ? I fought foi it, and 
have It 

Pleasuie to have it, none , to lose it, pam , 
Now giown a pait of me but what use in 
it ? 

To make men woise by making my sin 
known ? 

Oi sin seem less, the sinnei seeming great? 
Alas for Aithur’s gieatest knight, a man 
Not aftei Aithui’s heait ’ I needs must 
bleak 

These bonds that so defame me not 
without 

She wills it would I, if she will’d it ? nay, 
Who knows? but if I would not, then 
may God, 

I play him, send a sudden Angel down 
To seize me by the hair and bear me fai, 
And fling me deep in that forgotten 
mere, 

Among the tumbled fiagments of the 
hills ’ 

So groan’d Sii Lancelot in remoiseful 
pain. 

Not knowing he should die a holy man 

THE HOLY GRAIL 

From noiseful aims, and acts of prowess 
done 

In toiunament or tilt, Sir Pei civ ale, 
Whom Arthur and his knighthood call’d 
Ihe Puie, 

Had pass’d into the silent life of pi ay ei, 
Piaise, fast, and alms , and leaving foi 
the cowl 

The helmet in an abbey fai away 
From Canulot, theie, and not long after, 
died 

And one, a fellow monk among the rest, 
Ambiosius, loved him much hc>ond the 
lest. 

And honoui’d him, and wiought into his 
hcait 

A way by love that wmken’d love within, 
To answer that which came and as they 
sat 



102 


THE HOLY GRAIL 


Beneath a woild old yew tree, darkening 
half 

The cloisteis, on a gustful Apiil morn 
That puff’d the swaying branches into 
smoke 

Above them, ere the summer when he 
died, 

The monk Ambrosius question’d Per 
civale 

‘ 0 bi other, I have seen this yew tree 
smoke, 

Spiing aftei spnng, for half a hundicd 
yeais 

Foi nevei ha\e I known the woild with 
out, 

Nor ever stray’d beyond the pale but 
thee, 

When first thou earnest — such a coiutesy 
Spake thio’ the limbs and in the voice — 
I knew 

For one of those who eat in Aithur’s hall , 
For good ye aie and bad, and like to coins, 
Some true, some light, but eveiy one of jmu 
Stamp’d with the image of the King, and 
now 

Tell me, what diove thee fiom the Table 
Round, 

My biother? was it earthly passion ciost?’ 

‘Nay,’ said the knight, ‘for no such 
passion mine 

But the sweet vision of the Holy Giail 
Drove me from all vaingloues, i lvalues, 
And eaithly heats that spnng and spaikle 
out 

Among us m the jousts, while women 
watch 

Who wins, who falls , and waste the 
spnitual strength 

Within us, better offei’d up to Heaven ’ 

To whom the monk ‘ The Holy 
Giail f — I tiust 

We are green in Heaven’s eyes , but here 
too much 

We mouldei — as to things without I 
mean — 

Yet one of your own knights, a guest of 
ours, 

1 old us of this in oui refector}, 


But spake with such a sadness and so low 
We heard not half of what he said What 
is it ? 

The phantom of a cup that comes and 
goes 

‘ N ay, monk ’ w hat phantom ^ ’ ansu er’d 
Pei civale 

‘The cup, the cup itself, fiom which our 
Lord 

Diank at the last sad supper with his 
own 

This, fiom the blessed land of Aiomat — - 
After the day of daikness, when the dead 
Went wandeiing o’er Mouah — the good 
saint 

Aiimathsean Joseph, journeying brought 
To Glastonbuiy, where the winter thorn 
Blossoms at Christmas, mindful of our 
Loid 

And there awdnle it bode , and if a man 
Could touch or see it, he was heal’d at 
once, 

By faith, of all his ills But then the times 
Grew to such ev il that the holy cup 
Was caught away to Heaven, and dis 
appeal’d ’ 

To whom the monk ‘Fiom oui old 
hooks I know 

That Joseph came of old to Glastonbuiy, 
And there the heathen Prince, Arviragus, 
Gave him an isle of maish whereon to 
build , 

And there he built with wattles from the 
marsh 

A little lonely church in dajs of yoie, 

For so they say, these books of ours, but 
seem 

Mute of this miiacle, far as I have lead 
But who fiist saw the holy thing to day ^ ’ 

‘A woman,’ answei d Percivale, ‘a 
nun, 

And one no fuither off m blood fiom me 
Than sister , and if ever holy maid 
With knees of adoiation wore the stone, 
A holy maid , tho’ never maiden glow’d, 
But that was in hei eaxhei maidenhood, 
With such a fervent flame of human 
lo^ e, 
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Which being ludely blunted, glanced and 
shot 

Only to holy things , to prayer and piaise 
She gave heiself, to fast and alms And 
yet, 

Nun as she was, the scandal of the Couit, 
Sm against Aithiir and the Table Round, 
And the strange sound of an adulterous 
race, 

Across the iron giating of her cell 
Beat, and she piay’d and fasted all the 
moie 

‘ And he to whom she told her sins, or 
what 

Her all but utter whiteness held for sin, 

A man wellnigh a hundred winteis old, 
Spake often with hei of the Holy Grail, 
A legend handed down thio’ five or six, 
And each of these a hundred winters old, 
Fiomoui Loid’s time And when King 
Arthui made 

His Table Round, and all men’s heaits 
became 

Clean foi a season, surely he had thought 
That now the Holy Grail would come 
again , 

But sin bioke out Ah, Chi 1st, that it 
would come, 

And heal the woild of all their wickedness ’ 
0 Fathei ' ” ask’d the maiden, “ might 
it come 

To me by piaycr and fasting > ” “ Nay,” 
said he, 

“ I know not, for thy heait is puie as 
snow ” 

And so she pray’d and fasted, till the sun 
Shone, and the wind blew, tin o’ her, and 
I thought 

She might have iisen and floated when I 
saw her 

‘ P 01 on a day she sent to speak with 
me 

And when she came to speak, behold hei 
eyes 

Ee)ond my knowing of them, beautiful, 
Be}ond all knowing of them, wondeiful, 
Beautiful m the light of holiness 
And “ O my biothei Percivale,” she said, 
III 


“Sweet brother, I have seen the Holy 
Grail 

Foi, waked at dead of night, I heaid a 
sound 

As of a silver horn from o’ei the hills 
Blown, and I thought, ‘ It is not Arthui ’s 
use 

To hunt by moonlight , ’ and the slendei 
sound 

As from a distance beyond distance grew 
Coming upon me — O never harp noi horn, 
Nor aught we blow with bieath, 01 touch 
with hand, 

Was like that music as it came , and then 
Sti earn’d thio’ my cell a cold and silvei 
beam. 

And down the long beam stole the Holy 
Giail, 

Rose red with beatings m it, as if alive, 
Till all the white walls of my cell were 
dyed 

With losy colours leaping on the wall , 
And then the music faded, and the Giail 
Past, and the beam decay’d, and from the 
walls 

The losy quiveimgs died into the night 
So now the Holy Thing is here again 
Among us, brothei, fast thou too and 
piay, 

And tell thy brother knights to fast and 

pray, 

That so perchance the vision may be seen 
By thee and those, and all the woild be 
heal’d ” 

‘Then leaving the pale nun, I spake 
of this 

To all men, and myself fasted and 
play’d 

Always, and many among us many a week 
Fasted and piay’d even to the uttermost, 
Expectant of the wonder that would he 

‘And one theic was among us, e\er 
mo\ ed 

Among us in white nimoui, Galahad 
“ C»od make thee good as thou ait beau 
tiful,” 

Said Aithui, when he dubb’d him knight , 
and none, 


1) 2 
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In so 5<oiuig youth, was eva made a 

Iviiight 

Till Gahliad, and this Galahad, when 
he heard 

My sister’s vision, fill’d me \\ ith amaze , 

His eyes became so hi e hei own, they 
seem’d 

Heis, and himself hei biothei moietban I 

‘ Sistei or brother none had he , but 
some 

Call’d him a son of Lancelot, and some 
said 

Begotten by enchantment — chattel ci s 
they, 

Like buds of passage piping up and dow n, 

That gape foi flics — we know not whence 
they come , 

Foi when was Lancelot wandeiingly 
lewd ? 

* But she, the wan sweet maiden, shore 
away 

Clean fioin hei foiehead all that wealth 
of hair 

Winch made a silken mat w'oik foi liei 
feet , 

And out of this she plaited bioad and long 

A strong svvouhbelt, and wove wnlh silvci 
thicad 

And crimson m the belt a stiange dcMce, 

A crimson giaii within a silver berm , 

And saw the bright boy -knight, and 
bound It on him, 

Saying, “ My knight, my love, my knight 
of heaven, 

O thou, my love, whose love is one with 
mine, 

I, maiden, loimd thee, maiden, bind my 
belt 

Go foith, foi thou shalt see what I have 
seen, 

And break tin o’ all, till one will ciown 
thee king 

Far in the spnitual city ” and as she 
spake 

She sent the deathless passion in her eyes 

Thro’ him, and made him hers, and laid 
hei mind 

On him, and he believed m hci belief 


‘Then came a year of miiacle O 
biothei, 

In oui gieat hall theie stood a vacant 
chair, 

Fashion’d by Meilin eie he past awry, 
And caiven with strange figuies , and m 
and out 

The figures, like a serpent, ran a scioll 
Of letters in a tongue no man could read 
And Meilin call’d it “Ihe Siege peril 
ous, ” 

Pei lions foi good and ill, “foi ihcie,” 
he Slid, 

“No man could sit but he should lose 
himself ” 

And once by misadveitence Merlin sat 
In his own chair, and so w as lost , but he, 
Galahad, when he heaid of Merlin’s doom, 
Cried, “If I lose myself, I save myself’” 

‘ Then on a summer night it came to 
pass, 

While the great banquet lay along the 
hall, 

That Galahad would sit down in Merlin’s 
chair 

‘And all at once, as there we sat, we 
he rid 

A ciackmg and a living of the loofs, 

And lending, and a blrsl, and ovcihead 
lliundci, and in the thiindci was a ciy 
And m the bl rst theie smote rlong the hall 
A beam of light seven Imres moie cleai 
than day 

And down the long beam stole the Holy 
Giail 

All ovci covei’d with a luminous cloud, 
And none might sec who bare it, and it 
past 

But eveiy knight beheld his fellow’s face 
As m a gloiy, and all the kmghls aiose, 
And staling each at other like dumb men 
btood, till I found a voice and swaie a 
vow 

‘ I swaie a vow before them all, that T, 
Because I had not seen the Giail, would 
iide 

A twelvemonth and a day in quest of it, 
Until I found and saw il, as the nun 
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My sistei saw it , and Galahad swaie the 
vow, 

And good Sn Bors, our Lancelot’s cousin, 
swaie, 

And Lancelot sware, and many among 
the knights, 

And Gawain sware, and louder than the 
rest’ 

Then spake the monk Ambiosius, ask- 
ing him, 

^ What Slid the King> DidAithur take 
the vow 

< Nay, for my lord,’ said Pei ci vale, 
‘the King, 

Was not in hall for early that same day, 
Scaped thro’ a cavern fiom a bandit hold. 
An outraged maiden sprang into the hall 
Ciying on help for all her shining haii 
Was smeai’d with eaith, and either milky 
aim 

Red-rent with hooks of bramble, and all 
she woie 

Torn as a sail that leaves the rope is lorn 
In tempest so the King aiosc and went 
To smoke the scandalous hive of those 
wild bees 

That made such honey in his lealm 
Ilowbeit 

Some little of this maivel he too saw, 
Returning o’er the plain that then began 
To daiken imdei Camelot , whence the 
King 

Look’d up, calling aloud, “Lo, Iheie ’ 
the loofs 

Of our gieat hall aie i oil’d in thundei 
smoke ' 

Pray Heaven, they be not smitten by the 
bolt ” 

Foi clear to Aithui was that hall of ours. 
As having there so oft with all his knights 
Feasted, and as the stateliest under 
heaven 

‘ O biothei, had you known oui mighty 
hall, 

Which Meilin huilt for Aithui long ago ’ 
Foi all the sacied mount of Camelot, 
And all the dim rich city, i oof by loof, 
Towei aftei tower, spue beyond spue, 


By grove, and garden-lawn, and lUshing 
biook, 

Climbs to the mighty hall that kleilin 
built 

And four great zones of sculptuie, set 
betwixt 

With many a mystic symbol, giid the hall 
And in the lowest beasts aie slaying men, 
And in the second men aie slaying beasts, 
And on the third are waniors, peilect men, 
And on the fourth are men with gi owing 
wings, 

And over all one statue in the mould 
Of Aithur, made by Merlin, with a ciown, 
And peak’d wings pointed to the Noitheui 
Star 

And eastwaid fronts the statue, and the 
crown 

And both the wings are made of gold, 
and flame 

At sunrise till the people in fai fields, 
Wasted so often by the heathen hordes, 
Behold it, ciying, “We have still a King ” 

‘ And, bi other, had you known oui hall 
within, 

Bioadei and higher than any in all the 
lands ’ 

Where twelve great windows blazon 
Arthur’s wars, 

And all the light that falls upon the board 
Streams thio’ the twelve great battles of 
our King 

Nay, one there is, and at the eastern end, 
Wealthy with wandeimg lures of mount 
and mere, 

Where Arthur finds the brand Excahbur 
And also one to the west, and counter to it, 
And blank and who shall blazon it^ 
when and how ^ — 

O there, pei chance, when all our wars are 
done, 

The brand Excalrbui wrll be cast away 

‘So to this hall full quickly rode the 
King, 

In honor lest the work by Meilin wi ought, 
Dieamlike, should on the sudden vanish, 
wrapt 

In um enrol seful folds of i oiling fiie 
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Andinheiode, and up I glanced, and saw 
The golden dragon sparkling over all 
And many of those who burnt the hold, 
their arms 

Hack’d, and their foreheads grimed with 
smoke, and seal’d, 

Follow’d, and in among bright faces, ours, 
Full of the vision, prest and then the 
King 

Spake tome, being nearest, “Percivale,” 
(Because the hall was all in tumult — some 
Vowing, and some piotesting), “what is 
this^” 

* O brother, when I told him what had 
chanced, | 

My sister’s vision, and the rest, his face 
Darken’d, as I have seen it more than 
once, 

When some biave deed seem’d to be done 
in vain. 

Darken, and “Woe is me, my knights,” 
he cried, 

“ Had I been here, ye had not sworn 
the vow ” 

Bold was mine answer, “Had thyself 
been here, 

My King, thou wouldst have sworn ” 
“Yea, yea,” said he, 

“Art thou so bold and hast not seen the 
Grail ?” 

‘“Nay, loid, I heard the sound, I 
saw the light, 

But since I did not see the Holy Thing, 

I swaie a vow to follow it till I saw ” 

‘Then when he ask’d us, knight by 
knight, if any 

Had seen it, all their answers were as 
one 

“Nay, lord, and therefore have we sworn 
our vows ” 

‘ “ Lo now,” said Arthur, “have ^e 
seen a cloud ^ 

What go ye into the wilderness to sce^” 

‘ Then Galahad on the sudden, and m 
a voice 

Shrilling along the hall lo Arthur, call’d, 


“ But I, Sir Arthur, saw the Holy Giail, 

I saw the Floly Grail and heard a cry — 

‘ O Galahad, and O Galahad, follow me ’ ” 

‘“Ah, Galahad, Galahad,” said the 
King, ‘ ‘ for such 

As thou ait IS the vision, not for these 
Thy holy nun and thou ha^e seen a sign — 
Holier IS none, my Pei ci vale, than she — 
A sign to maim this Older which I made 
But ye, that follow but the leader’s bell” 
(Brother, the King was haid upon Ins 
knights) 

“ Talicssm is oui fullest throat of song, 
And one hath sung and all the dumb will 
sing 

Lancelot is Lancelot, and hath ovei borne 
Five knights at once, and every younger 
knight, 

Unpioven, holds himself as Lancelot, 

Till oveiboine by one, he learns — and ye, 
What are ye ^ Galahads^ — no, noi Pei- 
civales ” 

(For thus it pleased the King to lange 
me close 

After Sir Galahad), “nay,” said he, 
“ but men 

With strength and will lo light the 
wiong’d, of pov Cl 

To lay the sudden heads of \iolence flat, 
Knights that in twelve great battles 
splash’d and dyed 

The stiong White Hoise m his own 
heathen blood — 

But one hath seen, and all the blind will 
see 

Go, since your vows aie sacred, being 
made 

Yet — foi ye know the cues of all my 
realm 

Pass thro’ this hall — how often, O my 
knights, 

Your places being vacant at my side, 

This chance of noble deeds will come 
and go 

Unchallenged, while ye follow wandering 
fires 

Lost in the quagmiie ’ Many of you, yea 
most, 

Return no more ye think I show myself 
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Too daik a propliet come now, let us 
meet 

The moirow morn once more in one full 
field 

Of giacious pastime, that once moie the 
King, 

Before ye leave him for this Quest, may 
count 

The yet - unbroken strength of all his 
knights, 

Rejoicing in that Order which he made ” 

‘ So when the sun bioke next from 
under ground, 

All the great table of oui Arthur closed 
And clash’d in such a tourney and so full. 
So many lances bioken — never yet 
Had Camelot seen the like, since Arthur 
came , 

And I myself and Galahad, foi a strength 
Was in us fiom the vision, overthiew 
So many knights that all the people cried, 
And almost burst the banieis in their 
he It, 

Shouting, “ Sii Galahad and Sir Peici- 
vale ’ ” 

‘ But when the next day brake from 
under giound — 

O brother, had you known our Camelot, 
Built by old kings, age aftei age, so old 
The King himself had feais that it would 
fall, 

So strange, and 1 ich, and dim , foi where 
the loofs 

Totter’d toward each othei in the sky, 
Met foieheadb all along the street of those 
Who watch’d us pass , and lowei, and 
where the long 

Rich galleries, lady laden, weigh’d the 
necks 

Of dragons clinging to the crazy wmlls, 
Thickei than diops from thunder, showers 
of floweis 

Fell as we past , and men and boys astride 
On wyvein, lion, diagon, giiffin, swan, 
At all the comers, named us each by 
name. 

Calling “God speed'” but in the ways 
below 


The knights and ladies wept, and rich 
and poor 

Wept, and the King himself could hardly 
speak 

For grief, and all m middle sheet the 
Queen, 

Who lode by Lancelot, wail’d and shriek’d 
aloud, 

“This madness has come on us for oiu 
sms ” 

So to the Gate of the thiee Queens we 
came, 

Where Aithur’s wais are rendei’d m}s- 
tically, 

And thence depaited eveiy one his way 

‘And I was lifted up in heait, and 
thought 

Of all my late shown prowess in the lists, 

How my strong lance had beaten down 
the knights, 

So many and famous names , and never 
yet 

Had heaven appear’d so blue, nor eaith 
so green, 

Foi all my blood danced in me, and I 
knew’’ 

That I should light upon the Holy Giail 

‘Theieafter, the dark warning of our 
King, 

That most of us would follow wand ei mg 
files, 

Came like a driving gloom across my 
mind 

Then eveiy evil word I had spoken once. 

And every evil thought I had thought of 
old, 

And eveiy evil deed I e\ei did, 

Awoke and cried, “ This Quest is not foi 
thee ” 

And lifting up mine eyes, I found myself 

Alone, and m a land of sand and thorns, 

And I was thiisty even unto death , 

And I, too, ciied, “ This Quest is not foi 
thee ” 

‘ And on I rode, and when I thought 
my thirst 

Would slay me, saw deep lawns, and then 
a block, 
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With one sharp lapid, where the crisping 
white 

Play’d ever back upon the sloping wave, 
And took both ear and eye , and o’er the 
brook 

Were apple trees, and apples by the brook 
Fallen, and on the lawns I will rest 
heie,” 

I said, I am not woithy of the Quest 
But even while I drank the biook, and ate 
The goodly apples, all these things at once 
Fell into dust, and I was left alone, 

And thirsting, m a land of sand and thorns 

‘ And then behold a woman at a door 
Spinning , and fan the house wheieby she 
sat. 

And kind the woman’s e>es and innocent. 
And all her bearing gracious , and she lose 
Opening her aims to meet me, as who 
should say, 

‘‘Rest heie but when I touch’d her, 
lo ’ she, too, 

Fell into dust and nothing, and the house 
Became no better than a bioken shed 
And m it a dead babe , and also this 
Fell into dust, and I was led alone 

‘And on I rode, and gicatci was my 
thirst 

Then flash’d a yellow gleam acioss the 
woild, 

And where it smote the plowshaic in the 
field, 

The plowman left his plow mg, and fell 
clown 

Before it, wheie it glittei’d on hei pail, 
The milkmaid left hei milking, ancl fell 
down 

Before it, and I knew not why, but 
thought 

“ The sun is rising,” tho’ the sun had risen 
Then was I ware of one that on me moved 
In golden aimour wnth a crown of gold 
About a casque all jewels , and his hoise 
In golden armoiu jewell’d everywhere 
And on the splendoui came, flashing me 
blind , 

And seem’d to me the Loid of all the 
world, 


Being so huge But w hen I thought he 
meant 

To crush me, moving on me, lo ’ he, too, 
Open’d Ins aims to embiace me as he 
came, 

And up I w^ent and touch’d him, and he, 
too, 

Fell into dust, and I was left alone 
And weaiying in a land of sand and 
thorns 

‘And I lode on and found a mighty 
hill. 

And on the top, a city wall’d the spires 
Flick’d with inci edible pinnacles into 
heaven 

And by the gateway stirr’d a ciowd , and 
these 

Cried to me climbing, “Welcome, Perci 
vale ’ 

Thou mightiest and thou puicst among 
men 

Ancl glad was I and clomb, but found at 
top 

No man, nor any voice And thence I 
past 

Fai lino’ a iinnous city, and I saw 
lint man had once dwelt there , but 
there I found 

Only one man of an exceeding age 
“ heie IS that goodly company,” said I, 
“ riiat so cued out upon me?” and he 
had 

Scarce any voice lo answei, and yet 
gasp’d, 

“ Whence and what ait thou ?” and e\en 
as he spoke 

Fell into dust, and disappeai’d, and I 
Was left alone once more, and cued in 
giief, 

“ Lo, it I find the Holy Giail itself 
And touch it, it will crumble into dust ” 

‘And thence I diopl into a lowly vale, 
Low as the hill was high, and where the 
vale 

Was lowest, found a chapel, and tlicieby 
A holy heiinit in a hermitage, 

To whom I told my phantoms, and he 
said 
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‘ “ O son, thou hast not true humility, 
The highest virtue, mother of them all , 
For when the Lord of all things made 
Himself 

Naked of glory foi His moital change, 

‘ Take thou my lobe,’ she said, ‘foi all 
IS thine,’ 

And all hei foim shone forth with sudden 
light 

So that the angels -were amazed, and she 
Follow’d Him down, and like a flying 
stai 

Led on the gray-liaii’d wisdom of the cast , 
But her thou hast not known foi what 
IS this 

Thou thoughtest of thy prowess and thy 
sms^ 

Thou hast not lost thyself to save thyself 
As Galahad ” When the heimit made 
an end, 

In silvei armoui suddenly Galahad shone 
Before us, and against the clnpcl door 
Laid lance, and enter’d, and ^\e knelt m 
prayer 

And theic the heimit slaked my burning 
thiist, 

And at the saciing of the mass I saw 
Ihe holy elements alone , but he, 

“Saw yc no moie^ I, Galahad, saw 
the Giail, 

The Holy Giail, descend upon the 
shune 

I saw the fiery free as of a child 
That smote itself into the bieacl, and went , 
And hither am I come , and nevei } et 
Hath what thy sister taught me fust to 
see, 

This FI oly Thing, fail’d fiom my side, noi 
come 

Cover’d, but moving with me night and 
day, 

Faintei by day, hut always in the night 
Blood red, and sliding clown the blacken’d 
maish 

Blood red, and on the naked mountain 
top 

Blood-red, and in the sleeping nieie below 
Blood-red And in the stiength of this 
I rode, 

Shattering all evil customs eveiy where, 


And past thio’ Pagan realms, and made 
them mine, 

And clash’d with Pagan hoides, and bore 
them down, 

And bloke thro’ all, and in the stiength 
of this 

Come victor But my time is hard at 
hand, 

And hence I go , and one will ciown me 
king 

Fai in the spiritual city, and come thou, 
too, 

For thou shall see the vision when I go ” 

‘ While thus he spake, his eye, dwelhng 
on mine. 

Drew me, with powei upon me, till I 
grew 

One with him, to believe as he heheved 

Ihen, when the day began to wane, we 
w^ent 

‘ There rose a hill that none hut man 
could climb, 

Scair’d with a hundred wintiy watei- 
coiuses — 

Storm at the top, and when we gain’d it, 
stoun 

Pound us and death , foi eveiy moment 
glanced 

His silver aims and gloom’d ^0 cpuck 
and thick 

The lightnings heie and there to left and 
light 

Stiuck, till the diy old ti links about us, 
dead. 

Yea, lottenwith ahuiidied yeais of death, 

Spiang into fiic and at the base we found 

On eithei hand, as fai as eye could see, 

A gieat black swamp and of an ev il smdl, 

Tut black, pait whittn’d with the bones 
of men. 

Not to be eiost, save that some ancient 
king 

Had built a way, wheic, link’d v\ith 
many a bridge, 

A thousand picis ran into tbe gieit Sea 

And Galahad lied along them budge by 
budge, 

And eveiy b idge as quickly as he ciost 
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Spiang into fiie and vanish’d, tho’ I 
yearn’d 

To follow , and thiice abo\e him all the 
heavens 

Open’d and blazed with thunder such as 
seem’d 

Shoutings of all the sons of God and hist 
At once I saw him far on the gieat Sea, 
111 silvei shining armour staiiy-clear , 
And o’er his head the Holy Vessel hung 
Clothed in white samite or a luminous cloud 
And with exceeding swiftness ran the boat, 
If boat it were — I saw not whence it came 
And when the heavens open’d and blazed 
again 

Roaring, I saw him like a silvei stai — 
And had he set the sail, oi had the boat 
Become a living creature clad with wings ^ 
And o’er his head the Holy Vessel hung 
Redder than any rose, a joy to me. 

For now I knew the veil had been with 
diawn 

Then in a moment when they blazed again 
Opening, I saw the least of little stais 
Down on the waste, and stiaight beyond 
the star 

I saw the spiritual city and all her spues 
And gateways in a gloty like one peail — 
No larger, tho’ the goal of all the saints — 
Strike from the sea , and from the stai 
there shot 

A lose red spaikle to the city, and there 
Dwelt, and I knew it was the Holy Giail, 
Which never eyes on earth again shall sec 
Then fell the floods of hea\en di owning 
the deep 

And how my feet recrost the deathful ridge 
No memory in me lives , but that I touch d 
The chapel-doois at dawn I know , and 
thence 

Taking my wai hoise from the holy man. 
Glad that no phantom ve\t me moie, 
letum’d 

To whence I came, the gate of Aithur’s 
wars ’ 

*0 biothei,’ ask’d Ambrosius, — ‘for 
m sooth 

These ancient books — and they would win 
thee — teem, 


Only I find not theie this Holy Grail, 
With miracles and maivels like to these, 
Not all unlike , which oftentime I read, 
Who lead but on my breviary with ease, 
111! my head swims, and then go foith 
and pass 

Down to the little thoi pe that lies so close, 
And almost plaster’d like a martin’s nest 
To these old walls — and mingle with oui 
folk , 

And knowing every honest face of theiis 
As well as evei sliepheid knew his sheep, 
And every homely scciet in their hearts. 
Delight myself w itli gossip and old wives, 
And ills and aches, and teethings, lyings 
in, 

Andmiithful sayings, children of the place, 
I Jnt have no meaning half a league away 
Or lulling landom squabbles when they 
rise, 

Chafleiings and chattermgs at the maikct- 
cioss. 

Rejoice, small man, m this small world 
of mine, 

Yea, even in their hens and m then eggs— 
O biother, saving this Sir Galahad, 
Came ye on none but phantoms m yoiu 
quest, 

No man, no woman 

Then Sir Pci civile 
‘ All men, to one so bound by such a vow, 
And women weie as phantoms O, my 
biother, 

Why wilt thou shame me to confess to thee 
How fai I faltei’d fiom my quest and vow^ 
For after I had lam so many nights, 

A bedmate of the snail and eft and snake, 
In grass and buidock, I was changed to 
wan 

And meagie, and the vision had not 
come , 

And then I chanced upon a goodly town 
With one gieat dwelling in the middle 
of It , 

Thithei I made, and theie was I disarm’d 
By maidens each as fan as any flow ei 
But when they led me into hall, behold, 
The Princess of that castle was the one, 
Brothei, and that one only, who had evti 



THE HOLY GRAIL 


III 


Made my heait leap , for when I moved 
of old 

A slendei page about her fathei’s hall, 
And she a slendei maiden, all my heart 
Went after her with longing yet we 
twain 

Had nevei luss’d a luss, or vow’d a vow 
And now I came upon hei once again, 
And one had wedded her, and he was dead. 
And all his land and wealth and state 
were hers 

And while I tarried, every day she set 
A banquet richer than the day before 
By me , foi all her longing and her w ill 
Was toward me as of old , till one fair 
morn, 

I w^alkmg to and fro beside a stream 
That flash’d across hei orchaid underneath 
Hei castle walls, she stole upon my walk. 
And calling me the greatest of all knights, 
Embraced me, and so kiss’d me the fiist 
time, 

And gave herself and all her wealth to me 
Then I remember’d Aithur’s warning 
word, 

That most of us would follow wandering 
flics, 

And the Quest faded in my heart Anon, 
The heads of all her people drew to me. 
With supplicrtion both of knees and 
tongue 

‘‘We have heard of thee thou art our 
greatest knight, 

Our Lady says it, and we well believe 
Wed thou our Lady, and rule over us, 
And thou shalt be as Arthur in our land ” 
O me, my brother ’ but one night my vow 
Burnt me within, so that I lose and fled, 
But wail’d and wept, and hated mine own 
self, 

And cv’n the Holy Quest, and all but her , 
Then after I was join’d with Galahad 
Cared not for her, nor anything upon 
earth ’ 

Then said the monk, ‘ Poor men, when 
yule IS cold, 

Must be content to sit by little flies 
And this am I, so that ye care for me 
Ever so little , yea, and blest be Pleaven 


That brought thee heie to this poor house 
of ours 

Where all the brethren are so hard, to 
warm 

My cold heart with a friend but O the 
pity 

To find thine own first love once more — 
to hold, 

Hold her a wealthy brrde wrthin thrne 
arms. 

Or all but hold, and then — cast her asrde, 
Foregorng all her sweetness, like a weed 
For we that want the warmth of double 
life. 

We that are plagued with dreams of 
something sweet 

Beyond all sweetness in a life so rich, — 
Ah, blessed Lord, I speak too eartlilywise, 
Seeing I never stray’d beyond the cell, 
But live like an old badger in his earth, 
With earth about him everywhere, despite 
AU fast and penance Saw >e none be 
side, 

None of your knights ’’ 

‘ Y ea so, ’ said Percivale 
‘ One night my pathway sw erving east, I 
saw 

The pelican on the casque of our Sii Bois 
All in the middle of the rising moon 
And towaid him spurr’d, and hail’d him, 
and he me. 

And each made joy of either , then he 
ask’d, 

“Wheie IS he? hast thou seen him — 
Lancelot ^ — Once,” 

Said good Sn Bois, “ he dash’d across me 
— mad. 

And maddening what he lode and when 
I I cried, 

‘ Ridest thou then so hotly on a quest 
So holy,’ Lancelot shouted, ‘ Stay me not ' 
I have been the sluggard, and I iide apace, 
For now there is a lion m the way ’ 
bo vanish’d ” 

‘ Then Sir Bors had ridden on 
Softly, and son owing foi our Lancelot, 
Because his former madness, once the talk 
And scandal of oui table, had return’d , 
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For Lancelot’s kith and km so woiship 
him 

That ill to him is ill to them , to Bois 
Beyond the rest he well had been content 
Not to have seen, so Lancelot might have 
seen, 

The Holy Cup of healing , and, indeed, 
Being so clouded with his giief and love, 
Small heait was his after the Holy Quest 
If God would send the vision, well if not, 
The Quest and he were in the hands of 
Heaven 

^ And then, with small adventure met. 
Sir Bois 

Rode to the lonest tract of all the realm, 
And found a people th<-ie among then 
ciags, 

Om lace and blood, a remnant that weie 
left 

Paynim amid their ciicles, and the stones 
They pitch up straight to heaven and 
then wise men 

Were strong in that old magic which can 
trace 

The wandering of the stars, and scoff’d at 
him 

And this high Quest as at a simple thing 
Told him he follow’d — almost Ai thin’s 
words — 

A mocking fue ^‘what other fire than 
he, 

Whereby the blood beats, and the blossom 
blows, 

And the sea rolls, and all the world is 
waiin’d 

And when his answei chafed them, the 
rough crowd, 

Hearing he had a difference with then 
priests, 

Seized him, and bound and plunged him 
into a cell 

Of great piled stones , and lying bounclen 
there 

In darkness thio’ innumerable houis 
He heaid the hollow -iingmg hea\cn& 
sweep 

Ovci him till by miracle — what else ? — 
Heavy as it was, a gieat stone slipt and 
fell, 


Such as no wind could move and thio’ 
the gap 

Glimmei’d the sti earning scud then 
came a night 

Still as the day was loud , and tin o’ the 
gap 

The seven clear stars of Arthiii’s Table 
Round — 

For, brothel, so one night, because they 
roll 

Thio’ such a round in heaven, we named 
the stais, 

Rejoicing in ourselves and in our King — 
And these, like blight eyes of familiar 
fi lends, 

In on him shone ‘ And then to me, to 
me,” 

Said good Sir Bors, beyond all hopes 
of mine, 

A\ho scarce had pray’d or ask’d it foi 
myself — 

Across the seven clear stais — 0 grace to 
me — 

In colour like the fingeis of a band 
Befoic a burning tapei, the sweet Grail 
Glided and past, and close upon it peal’d 
A shaip quick thundci ” Afterwards, a 
maid, 

AVho kept our holy faith among hei km 
Inscciet, entciing, loosed and let him go ’ 

T o whom the monk * And 1 1 emember 
now 

That pelican on the casque Sir Bors it 
was 

AVlio spake so low and sadly at our boaid , 
And mighty reverent at oui grace w s he 
A squaie set man and honest , nd his 
eyes, 

An out dooi sign of all the warmth within, 
Smiled With his lips — a smile beneath a 
cloud, 

But hea\ en had meant it for a sunny one 
Ay, a), Sir Bois, who else^ But when 
ye reach’d 

The city, found ye all yoiu kmghts le 
turn’d, 

Oi was thcie sooth m Aithiir’s piophecy, 
Tell me, and what said each, and wliat 
the King?’ 
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Then answer’d Peicivale ‘And that 
can I, 

Brothel, and truly , since the living words 
Of so great men as Lancelot and our King 
Pass not from door to door and out again, 
But sit within the house O, when we 
reach’d 

The city, our hoises stumbling as they 
trode 

On heaps of rum, hornless unicorns, 
Crack’d basilisks, and sphntei’d cocka 
trices, 

And shatter’d talbots, which had left the 
stones 

Raw, that they fell from, brought us to 
the hall 

‘And there sat Aithiii on the dais 
throne, 

And those that had gone out upon the 
Quest, 

Wasted and woin, and but a tithe of 
them, 

And those that had not, stood before the 
King, 

Who, when he saw me, rose, and bad 
me hail, 

Saying, “A welfare in thine eye repioves 
Our fear of some disastious chance foi thee 
On hill, or phin, at sea, oi flooding ford 
So ficice a gale made havoc hcic of late 
Among the strange devices of our kings , 
Yea, shook this newer, stioiigei hall of 
ours, 

And from the statue Meilin moulded for 
us 

Half wrench’d a golden wing , but now — 
the Quest, 

1 his vision — hast thou seen the Holy Cup, 
lhat Joseph brought of old to Glaston- 
buiy?” 

‘ So when I told him all thyself hast 
heaid, 

Amhrosius, and my fresh but hxt resolve 
To pass away into the quiet life, 
lie answer’d not, but, shaiply turning, 
ask’d 

Of Gawani, “ Gawain, wms tins Quest for 
thee?” 


‘ “ Nay, lord,” said Gawain, “ not for 
such as I 

Therefore I communed wnth a sarntly man, 
Who made me sure the Quest was not 
for me , 

For I was much aweaned of the Quest 
But found a silk pavilion in a field, 

And merry maidens in it , and then this 
gale 

Toie my pavilion fioni the tenting pm, 
And blew my meiry maidens all about 
With all discomfort , yea, and but foi this, 
My twelvemonth and a day were pleasant 
to me ” 

‘ He ceased , and Arthur turn’d to 
whom at fiist 

Pie saw not, for Sir Bors, on entering, 
push’d 

Athwart the thiong to Lancelot, caught 
his hand, 

Pleld it, and there, half-hidden by him, 
stood. 

Until the King espied him, saying to him, 
“Hail, Bors ’ if evei loyal man and tiue 
Could see it, thou hast seen the Giail , ” 
and Bors, 

“ Ask me not, for I ni'iy not speak of it 
I saw it , ” and the tears were m his eyes 

‘ Then there remain’d but Lancelot, for 
the rest 

Spake but of sundry penis in the stoim , 
Perhaps, like him of Cana m Holy Wiit, 
Our Aithur kept his best until the last , 
“Thou, too, my Lancelot,” ask’d the 
King, ‘ ‘ my friend, 

Oui mightiest, hath this Quest avail’d foi 
thee^” 

‘ “ Our mightiest *” answer’d Lancelot, 
with a gioan , 

“O King’” — and when he paused, 
methought I spied 

A dying fine of madness in his eyes — 

“O King, my friend, if fiiend of thine I be, 
Happier aie those that welter in then sin, 
Swme m the mud, that cannot see foi 
slime, 

Slime of the ditch but in me lived a sin 
So strange, of such a kind, that all of puie, 
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Noble, and knigbtly m me twined and 
clung 

Round that one sm, until the wholesome 
flower 

And poisonous grew together, each as 
each, 

Not to be pluck’d asunder , and when thy 
knights 

Sware, I sware with them only in the hope 
That could I touch oi see the Holy Giail 
They might be pluck’d asunder Then I 
spake 

To one most holy saint, who wept and 
said, 

That save they could be pluck’d asundei, 
all 

My quest were but in vain , to whom I 
vow’d 

That I would work according as he will’d 
And forth I went, and while I yearn’d 
and strove 

To tear the twain asunder m my heart, 
My madness came upon me as of old, 
And whipt me into waste fields fai away , 
There was I beaten down by little men, 
Mean knights, to whom the moving of 
my sword 

And shadow of my speai had been enow 
To scare them from me once , and then 
I came 

All in my folly to the naked shoie, 

Wide fiats, where nothing but coaise 
grasses giew , 

But such a blast, my King, began to blow. 
So loud a blast along the shore and sea, 
Ye could not heai the wateis for the blast, 
Tho’ heapt in mounds and ridges all the 
sea 

Diove like a cataiact, and all the sand 
Swept like a iiver, and the clouded 
heavens 

Weie shaken with the motion and the 
sound 

And blackening in the sea foam sway’d a 
boat, 

Half swallow’d in it, anchoi’d with a 
chain , 

And in my madness to myself I said, 

‘ I will embark and I will lose myself, 
And m the great sea wash away my sin ’ 


I burst the chain, I sprang into the boat 
Seven days I drove along the dreaiy deep, 
And with me drove the moon and all the 
stais , 

And the wind fell, and on the seventh 
night 

I heaid the shingle grinding in the surge, 
And felt the boat shock earth, and looking 
up, 

Behold, the enchanted touers of Car 
bonek, 

A castle like a rock upon a lock, 

With chasm-like portals open to the sea, 
And steps that met the brcakei ' theie 
was none 

Stood near it but a lion on each side 
That kept the entiy, and the moon was 
full 

Then from the boat I leapt, and up the 
stairs 

There diew my swoid Yith sudden- 
flaimg manes 

Those two gieat beasts rose upiight like 
a man, 

Each giipt a shoulder, and I stood 
between , 

And, when I would have smitten them, 
heaid a voice, 

‘ Doubt not, go foiw ird , if thou doubt, 
the beasts 

\\ ill leai thee piecemeal ’ Then with 
violence 

The sword was dash’d fiom out my hand, 
and fell 

And up into the sounding hall I past , 
But nothing m the sounding hall I saw, 
No bench nor table, painting on the w^all 
Or shield of knight , only the rounded 
moon 

Thro’ the tall oriel on the rolling sea 
But always in the quiet house I heaid, 
Clear as a lark, high o’er me as a lark, 

A sweet voice singing in the topmost 
tower 

To the eastward up I climb’d a thousand 
steps 

With pam as m a dream I seem’d to 
climb 

For evei at the last I reach’d a door, 

[ A light was in the cianmes, and I heard, 
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* Glory and joy and honour to oui Lord 
And to the Holy Vessel of the Grail ’ 
Then in my madness I essay’d the door , 
It gave , and thio’ a stormy glare, a heat 
As from a seventimes-heated furnace, I, 
Blasted and burnt, and blinded as I was, 
With such a fieiceness that I swoon’d 
away — 

O, yet methought I saw the Holy Grail, 
All pall’d m crimson samite, and around 
Great angels, awful shapes, and wings 
and eyes 

And but for all my madness and my sm, 
And then my swooning, I had sworn I 
saw 

That which I saw , but what I saw was 
veil’d 

And cover’d , and this Quest was not foi 
me” 

‘ So speaking, and here ceasing, Lance- 
lot left 

The hall long silent, till Sir Gawain — nay, 
Brother, I need not tell thee foolish 
woids, — 

A leckless and iireverent knight was he, 
Now bolden’d by the silence of his 
king,— 

Well, I will tell thee ‘ ‘ O lung, my 
hege,” he said, 

“Hath Gawain fail’d in any quest of 
thine ^ 

When have I stinted stroke in foughten 
field ^ 

But as foi tliine, my good friend Percivale, 
Thy holy nun and thou have diiven men 
mad, 

Yea, made oui mightiest madder than 
oui least 

But by mine eyes and by mine eais I 
sweai, 

I v ill be deafer than the blue eyed cat. 
And thiice as blind as any noonday owl, 
To holy Migins in their ecstasies, 
Henceforwai d ” 

“Deafer,” said the blameless King, 

‘ ‘ Gaw am, and blmdei unto holy things 
Hope not to make thyself by idle vows. 
Being too blind to have desiic to see 
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But if indeed theie came a sign fioni 
heaven. 

Blessed axe Boxs, Lancelot and Peicivale, 
For these have seen according to their 
sight 

Foi eveiy fiery prophet m old times, 

And all the sacred madness of the bard, 
When God made music thio’ them, could 
but speak 

His music by the framework and the 
choid , 

And as ye saw it ye have spoken truth 

‘ “ Nay — hut thou errest, Lancelot 
nevei yet 

Could all of tine and noble in knight and 
man 

Twine lound one sin, whatever it might 
be, 

With such a closeness, hut apait there 
grew, 

Save that he were the swine thou spakest 
of, 

Some loot of knighthood and pure noble- 
ness , 

Wheieto see thou, that it may beai its 
flower 

‘ “ And spake I not too truly, 0 my 
knights ^ 

Was I too dark a prophet when I said 
To those who went upon the Holy Quest, 
That most of them would follow wan- 
deiing files, 

Lost m the quagmire ^ — lost to me and 
gone, 

And left me gazing at a banen board. 
And a lean Older — scaice letuin’d a 
tithe — 

And out of those to whom the vision came 
My greatest haidly will believe he saw , 
Anothei hath beheld it afai off, 

And leaving human wiongs to light them 
selves, 

Cai es but to pass into the silent life 
And one hath had the vision face to 
face, 

And now his chan desires him heie m 
vain, 

However they may ciown himotheiwheie 
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‘ “And some among you held, that if 
the King 

Had seen the sight he would ha\e swoin 
the vow 

Not easily, seeing that the King must 
gxiaid 

That which he rules, and is but as the hind 
To whom a space of land is given to 
plow 

Who may not wander from the allotted 
field 

Befoie his woik be done , but, being done, 
Let visions of the night oi of the d ly 
Come, as they will, and many a time 
they come, 

Until this earth he walks on seems not 
earth, 

This light that strikes his eyeball is not 
light, 

This air that smites liis forehead is not an 
But vision — yea, his veiy hand and foot — 
In moments when he feels he cannot die, 
And knows himself no vision to himself. 
Nor the high God a vision, noi that One 
Who lose again ye have seen what >e 
have seen ” 

‘ So spake the King I knew not all 
he meant ’ 


PELLEAS AND EITARRE 

King Ariiiur made new knights to fill 
the gap 

Left by the Holy Quest , and as he sat 
In hall at old Caeileon, the high doois 
Were softly sunder’d, and thro’ these a 
youth, 

Pelleas, and the sweet smell of the fields 
Past, and the sunshine came along with 
him 

' Make me thy knight, because I know, 
Sir King, 

All that belongs to knighthood, and I love ’ 
Such was his cry foi having heaid the 
King 

Had let proclaim a tournament — the piize 
A golden ciiclet and a knightly sw^d, 
Full fam had Pelleas for his lady won 


The golden ciiclet, for himself the swoid 
And there were those who knew him neai 
the King, 

And promised foi him and Aithui made 
him knight 

And this new knight, Sii Pelleas of the 
isles — 

But lately come to his mheiitance, 

And loid of many a bairen isle w^as he — ■ 
Riding at noon, a day oi twain hcfoie, 
Acioss the forest call’d of Dean, to find 
Cieileon and the King, had fell the sun 
Beat like a strong knight on his helm, 
and reel’d 

Almost to falling from his hoise , but 
saw 

Neai him a mound of even sloping side, 
Whereon a hundred stately beeches giew, 
And here and there great hollies under 
them , 

But for a mile all lound was open space, 
And fein and heath and slowly Pelleas 
diew 

To that dim day, then binding bis good 
hoise 

To a tice, cast himself down , and as he 
lay 

At landom looking over the hiowm eaith 
Thio’ that gieen glooming twilight of the 
grove, 

It seem’d to Pelleas that the fern without 
Blunt as a living hic of emciakis, 

So that his eyes were dazzled looking at it 
Then o’ei it crost the dimness of a cloud 
Floating, and once the shadow of a bud 
Flying, and then a fawn , and Ins eyes 
closed 

And since he loved all maidens, but no 
maid 

In special, half awake he whisper’d, 
‘Where? 

O where ? I love thee, tho’ I know Ihce 
not 

For fan thou ait and pure as Guineveie, 
And I will make thee with my speai and 
sw'ord 

As famous — O my Queen, my Guineveie, 
For I will be thine Arthur when we 
meet ’ 
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Suddenly waken’d with a sound of talk 
And laughter at the limit of the wood, 
And glancing thio’ the hoaiyboles, hesaw, 
Stiange as to some old piophet might 
have seem’d 

A Msion hoveling on a sea of fiie, 
Damsels in di\ers colouis like the cloud 
Of sunset and suniise, and all of them 
On horses, and the hoises iichly liapt 
Bieast high m that bright line of blacken 
stood 

And all the damsels talk’d confusedly, 
And one was pointing this way, and one 
that, 

Because the way was lost 

And Pclleas lose, 
And loosed his hoise, and led him to the 
light 

There she that seem’d the chief among 
them said, 

‘ In happy time behold oui pilot stai * 
Youth, we aiedamsels-eiiant, and v eiide, 
Arm’d as ye see, to tilt against the knights 
Theie at Caerkon, but have lost oui way 
To right ^ to left ^ straight foi waid^ back 
again ? 

Which ? tell us quickly ’ 

And Pelleas gazing thought, 

‘ Is Guincveie heiself so beautifuP’ 

I'or laige her violet eyes look’d, and her 
bloom 

A rosy daw n kindled in stainless heavens, 
And round hei limbs, inatuie m woman 
hood , 

And slendei w-as hci hand and small hci 
shape , 

And but foi those laige eyes, the haunts 
of scoin, 

She might hi\'c seem’d a toy to tiille ivith, 
And pass and caie no inoic But while 
he gazed 

The hcaiity of hei flesh abash’d the boy, 
As tho’ it wcie the beauty of hei soul 
Foi as the base man, judging of the good, 
Puts his own baseness in him by default 
Of will and natiue, so did Pelleas lend 
All the young beauty of his own soul to 
hers, 


Believing hei , and when she spake to 
him, 

Slammei’d, and could not make hei a 
reply 

Foi out of the waste islands had he come, 
Wheiesavmg liisown sisters hehad known 
Scarce any hut the women of his isles. 
Rough wives, that laugh’d and scream’d 
against the gulls, 

Makeis of nets, and living fiom the sea 

Then with a slow smile turn’d the lady 
lound 

And look’d upon hei people , and as when 
A stone is flung into some sleeping tain. 
The ciicle widens till it lip the maige, 
Spread the slow smile lino’ all liei com- 
pany 

Thiee knights weiethereamong, and they 
too smiled, 

Scorning him , foi the lady was Ettaire, 
And she w^as a gieat lady in liei land 

Again she said, ‘ O wild and of the 
woods, 

Knowest thou not the fashion of our 
speech 

Or have the Hea\ ens but given thee a fan 
face, 

I Lacking a tongue?’ 

I 

[ ‘ O damsel,’ answer’d he, 

: ‘ I woke fiom di earns , and coming out 
of gloom 

Was dazzled by the sudden light, and 
crave 

Pardon but will ye to Caeileon ? I 
Go likewise shall I lead you to the King ^ ’ 

^Lead then,’ she said, and Ihio’ the 
woods they went 

And while they rode, the meaning in his 
eyes, 

Ills tenderness of mannei, and chaste aw’-e, 
Ills hioken utteiances and bashfulness, 
Were all a buithen to hci, and in hei 
heart 

She mutter’d, ‘ I have lighted on a fool, 
Raw, yet so stale ’’ But since hei mind 
was bent 

On hearing, after trumpet blowai, hei xiame 
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And title, ‘ Queen of Beauty,’ in tlie lists 
Cried — and beholding him so stiong, she 
thought 

That peradventme he will fight foi me. 
And win the ciiclet theiefoie flattei’d 
him, 

Being so gracious, that he wellmgh deem’d 
His wish by hers was echo’d , and her 
knights 

And all hei damsels too were gracious to 
him, 

For she was a gieat lady 

And when they reach’d 
Caeileon, ere they past to lodging, she. 
Taking his hand, *0 the stiong hand,’ 
she said, 

‘ See ’ look at mine ' but wilt thou fight 
for me, 

And win me this fine cnclet, Pelleas, 
That I may love thee^’ 

Then his helpless heait 
Leapt, and he cued, ‘ Ay ' wilt thou if I 
win 

* Ay, that will I,’ she answer’d, and she 
hugh’d. 

And straitly nipt the hand, and flung it 
fiom hei , 

Then glanced askew at those three knights 
of hers, 

Till all her ladies laugh’d along with hei 

‘ O happy woild,’ thought Pelleas, ‘all, 
meseems, 

Aie happy , I the happiest of them all ’ 
Nor slept that night for pleasuie in his 
blood, 

And green wood-ways, and eyes among 
the leaves > 

Then being on the moirow knighted, 
sware 

To love one only And as he came away, 
The men who met him lounded on then 
heels 

And wonder’d after him, because his face 
Shone like the countenance of a priest of 
old 

Against the flame about a saciifice 
Kindled by fiie from heaven so glad 
was he 


Then Aithur made vast banquets, and 
stiange knights 

From the four winds came in and each 
one sat, 

Tho’ seived with choice fiom air, land, 
stieam, and sea, 

Oft m mid banquet measuiing with his 
eyes 

His neighbours make and might and 
Pelleas look’d 

Noble among the noble, foi he di earn’d 
His lady loved him, and he knew himself 
Loved of the King and him his new- 
made knight 

Woishipt, whose lightest whispei moved 
him moie 

Than all the ranged reasons of the woild 

Then blush’d and biake the morning 
of the jousts, 

And this was call’d ‘ The Touinament of 
Youth ’ 

For Ai thill, loving his young knight, 
withheld 

His oldei and his mightier fiom the lists. 
That Pelleas might obtain his lady’s love, 
Accoiding to her iDromise, and remain 
Lord of the touiney And Aithui had 
the jousts 

Down m the flat field by the shore of Usk 
Holden the gilded paiapets weie ci own’d 
With faces, and the gieat towei fill’d with 
eyes 

Up to the summit, and the trumpets blew 
There all day long Sir Pelleas kept the 
field 

With honour so by that stiong hand of 
his 

The swoid and golden circlet weie 
achieved 

Then rang the shout his lady loved 
the heat 

Of piide and glory fired hei face , her eye 
Spaikled, she caught the circlet fiom Ins 
lance, 

And there befoie the people crown’d 
herself 

So foi the last tune she was giacious to 
him 
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Then at Caerleon for a space — ^lier looh I 
Bright for all others, cloudier on her j 
knight — 

Linger’d Ettarre and seeing Pelleas 
droop, 

Said Gumeveie, ‘We marvel at thee 
much, 

0 damsel, wearing this nnsimny face 
To him who won thee glory ' ’ And she 

said, 

‘ Had ye not held your Lancelot in your 
bowei, 

My Queen, he had not won ' Wheieat 
the Queen, 

As one whose foot is bitten by an ant. 
Glanced down upon her, turn’d and went 
her w^ay 

But aftei, when her damsels, and hei- 
self, 

And those three knights all set their 
faces home, 

Sir Pelleas follow’d She that saw him 
cried, 

‘ Damsels — and yet I should be shamed 
to say it — 

1 cannot bide Sir B iby Keep him back 
Among yourselves Would rathei that 

wc had 

Some loiigh old knight who knew the 
worldly way, 

Albeit grizzlier than a bear, to iide 
And jest with take him to you, keep 
him off. 

And pamper him with papmeat, if ye will, 
Old milky fables of the wolf and sheep. 
Such as the wholesome mothers tell their 
boys 

Nay, should ye try him with a meiiy one 
To find his mettle, good and if he fly 
us. 

Small matter ’ let him ’ This her 
damsels heaid, 

And mindful of her small and cruel hand, 
They, closing lound him thio’ the journey 
home, 

Acted hei best, and always fiom her side 
Restiain’cl him wath all maniiei of device, 
So that he could not come to speech 
with hci 


And when she gain’d her castle, upsprang 
the budge, 

Down rang the giate of iron thro’ the 
groove. 

And he was left alone in open field 

‘These be the ways of ladies,’ Pelleas 
thought, 

‘To those who love them, trials of oui 
faith 

Yea, let her prove me to the uttermost, 

For loyal to the utteimost am I ’ 

So made his moan , and, darkness falling, 
sought 

A priory not far off, theie lodged, but 
rose 

With morning eveiy day, and, moist or 
diy, 

Full aim’d upon his chaiger all day long 

Sat by the walls, and no one open’d to 
him 

And this persistence turn’d her scorn 
to VAiath 

Then calling her thiee knights, she 
charged them, ‘ Out ’ 

And drive him fiom the walls ’ And out 
they came, 

But Pelleas ovei threw them as they 
dash’d 

Against him one by one , and these 
letum’d. 

But still he kept his watch beneath the 
wall 

Thereon her wrath became a hate , 
and once, 

A week beyond, while walking on the 
walls 

With her thiee knights, she pointed 
downward, ‘ Look, 

lie haunts me — I cannot breathe — be 
sieges me , 

Down ’ strike him ' put my hate into 
youi strokes, 

And diive him fiom my walls ’ And 
down they went, 

And Pelleas oveithiew them one by one , 

And from the towci above him cued 
Etlaire, 

‘ Bind him, and bring him m ’ 
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He he'll d hei voice , 
Then let the strong hand, which had 
overthiown 

Her minion knights, by those he ovei 
threw 

Be bounden straight, and so they brought 
him m 

Then when he came befoie Ettarre, 
the sight 

Of her rich beauty made him at one 
glance 

Moie bondsman m his heait than in his 
bonds 

Yet with good cheer he spake, ‘ Behold 
me, Lady, 

A prisonei, and the vassal of thy will , 
And if thou keep me in thy donjon here, 
Content am I so that I see thy face 
But once a day for I have sworn my 
\ows. 

And thou hast given thy piomise, and I 
know 

That all these pains aie tn ils of my futh. 
And that thyself, when thou hast seen me 
strain’d 

And sifted to the utmost, wilt at length 
Yield me thy love and know me foi thy 
knight ’ 

Then she begin to lail so bitteilj, 
With all her damsels, he wis stuck cn 
mule , 

But when slie mock’d his vows and the 
gieat King, 

Lighted on w^oids ‘ Foi pity of thine 
own self, 

Peace, Lady, peace is he not thine and 
mine^’ 

‘Thou fool,’ she said, ‘I nevei heaid his 
voice 

But long’d to break away Unbind him 
now, 

And Ihiust him out of doois , for save 
he be 

Fool to the midmost maiiow of his bones, 
He will return no moie ’ And those, hei 
Ihiee, 

Laugh’d, and unbound, and thiust Inm 
from the gate 


And after this, a week beyond, again 
She call’d them, saying, ‘ Theie he 
watches yet, 

There like a dog befoie his master’s door ’ 
lUck’d, he returns do ye not hale him, 
>e ? 

Ye know yourselves how can yc bide at 
peace, 

Affionted with his fulsome innocence ^ 
Are ye but creatines of the hoard and bed, 
No men to strike^ Fall on him all at 
once, 

And if ye slay him I reck not if ye fail, 
Gi\c yc the slave mine oidei to be bound, 
Bind him as hcretofoie, and bung him in 
It may be ye shall slay him in his bonds ’ 

She spake , and at her will they couch’d 
then speais, 

Thiee against one and Gawam passing 

Bound upon solitary adventme, saw 
Low down beneath the shadow of those 
toweis 

A villimy, thiec to one and thro’ his 
lie'^rt 

The flic of honoin and all noble deeds 
Flash’d, and he call’d, ‘I sUike upon thy 
side — 

Ihe caiUhs ' ’ ‘ Nay,’ said Pclleas, ‘ but 

foibeai , 

He needs no aid who doth his 1 idy’s will ’ 

So Gawam, looking at the villainy done, 
Foiboie, but m his heat and eagerness 
Tiembled and quiver’d, as the dog, with- 
held 

A moment fiom the veimin that he sees 
Befoie him, sliiveis, eie he spiings and 
kills 

And Pelleas overthrew them, one to 
thiee , 

And they lose up, and bound, and bioughl 
him in 

Then fust hei angei, leaving Pelleas, 
bum’d 

Full on her knights in many an evil name 
Of eiaven, weakling, and Ihiice- beaten 
hound 
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‘Yet, take him, ye that scaice aie fit to 
touch, 

Fai less to hind, your \ictoi, and thrust 
him out, I 

And let who will lelease him fiom his 
bonds 

And if he comes again ’ — there she brake 
short , 

And Pelleas answer’d, ‘ Lady, foi indeed 
I loved you and I deem’d you beautiful, 

I cannot biook to see your beauty man’d 
rill o’ evil spite and if ye love me not, 

I cannot beai to dream you so forsworn 
I had hcfei ye wcie worthy of my love, 
Than to be loved again of }ou — farewell , 
And tho’ ye kill my hope, not ) et my love. 
Vex not yourself ye will not see me 
moie ’ 

While thus he spake, she gazed upon 
the man 

Of princely beaimg, tho’ m bonds, and 
thought, 

* Why ha\ e I push’d him from me ? this 
man lo\ es, 

If love theic be yet him I loved not 
Why ? 

I deem’d him fool ^ yea, so ? or that m 
him 

A something — was it nohler than my 
sclf?-~ 

Seem’d ray icpioach? He is not of ray 
kind 

lie could not love me, did he know me 
well 

Nay, let him go — and quickly ’ And her 
knights 

Laugh’d not, but thiust him bounden out 
of door 

Forth sprang Gaw am, and loosed him 
fiom his bonds, 

And flung them o’ei the w alls , and aftci 
waid, 

Shaking his hands, as fiom a la/ai’s lag, 
‘haith of my hod},’ he said, ‘and ait 
thou not — 

Yea thou ait he, whom late oiu Aithur 
made 

Knight of his table , }ea and he that w on 


The ciiclet? wherefoie hast thou so 
defamed 

Thy biotheihood in me and all the rest, 
As let these caitiffs on thee woik their 
wilP’ 

And Pelleas answei’d, ‘ 0, then wills 
are heis 

For whom I won the ciiclet , and mine, 
heis, 

Thus to be bounden, so to see hei face, 
Man’d tho’ it be with spite and inockeiy 
now, 

Othei than when I found her m the 
woods , 

And tho’ she hath me bounden but in spite, 
And all to flout me, when they bring me 
m. 

Let me be bounden, I sh'^11 see her face , 
Else must I die tin o’ mine unhappiness ’ 

And Gawain answei’d kindly tho’ in 
scoin, 

‘ Why, let my lady hind me if she will, 
And let my lad} beat me if she wall 
But an she send her delegate to thiall 
These fighting hands of mine — Christ kill 
me then 

But I will slice him handless by the wiist, 
And let my lady seai the stump foi him, 
Howl as he may But hold me foi youi 
fiicnd 

Come, ye know nothing heie I pledge 
my tioth. 

Yea, by the honoui of the Table Round, 
1 will be leal to thee and woik thy woik, 
And tame thy jailing princess to thine 
hand 

Lend me thine horse and amis, and I will 
say 

That I have slain thee She wall let me 
in 

To hear the mamiei of th} fight and fill , 
Then, when I come within hci counsels, 
then 

Prompiime to \espeis wall I chant thy 
pnise 

As prow^esl knight and tiuest lovei, moie 
I Than any have sung thee living, till she 
long 
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To have thee bach m lusty life again, 

Not to be bound, save by white bonds 
and waim, 

Dearer than fieedom Wherefore now 
thy horse 

And ainiour let me go be comforted 
Give me thiee days to melt her fancy, 
and hope 

The third night hence will bung thee 
news of gold ’ 

Then Pelleas lent his horse and all his 
aims, 

Saving the goodly swoid, his prize, and 
took 

Gawain’s, and said, * Betiay me not, but 
help — 

Alt thou not he whom men call light of 
love 

^Ay,’ said Gawain, ^for women be so 
light ’ 

Then bounded forwaid to the castle walls, 
And raised a bugle hanging from his neck. 
And winded it, and that so musically 
That all the old echoes hidden m the 
wall 

Rang out like hollow woods at hunting 
tide 

Up ran a scoie of damsels to the towei , 
‘Avaunt,’ they cried, ‘oui lady loves thee 
not ’ 

But Gawam lifting up his vizor said, 

‘ Gawain am I, Gawam of Arthui’s coiiit, 
And I have slam this Pelleas whom ye 
hate 

Behold his hoise and armour Open 
gates, 

And I will make you merry ’ 

And down they ran, 
Her damsels, crying to their lady, ‘ Lo ’ 
Pelleas is dead — he told us — he that hath 
His hoise and armoui will ye let him m ^ 
He slew him ' Gawam, Gawam of the 
court, 

Sir Gawain — there he waits below the 
wall, 

Blowing his bugle as who should say him 
nay ’ 


And so, leave given, straight on thro’ 
open dooi 

Rode Gawam, whom she greeted cour 
teously 

‘Dead, is it so^’ she ask’d ‘Ay, ay,’ 
said he, 

‘ And oft m dying cried upon youi name ’ 
‘Pity on him,’ she answer’d, ‘a good 
knight, 

But never let me bide one hour at peace ’ 
‘Ay,’ thought Gawam, ‘and you be fan 
enow 

But I to your dead man have gi\en my 
both, 

That whom ye loathe, him will I make 
you love ’ 

So those thiee days, aimless about the 
land, 

Lost in a doubt, Pelleas wandeimg 
Waited, until the thud night brought a 
moon 

With promise of laige light on w^oods and 
wa)s 

Hot was the night and silent , but a 
sound 

Of Gawam c\ci coming, and this lay — 
Which Pelleas had heard sung before the 
Queen, 

And seen her sadden listening — vc\t his 
heait, 

And mail’d his rest — ‘ A woim within the 
lose ’ 

‘ A rose, but one, none other losc had I, 
A lose, one lose, and this was wondrous 
fair, 

One rose, a lose that gladden’d eaith and 
sky, 

One lose, my rose, that sweeten’d all 
mine an — 

I cared not foi the thoins , the thorns 
were theie 

‘ One rose, a i ose to gather by and by, 
One lose, a rose, to gather and to wear, 
No lose but one — what other lose had I? 
One lose, my rose , a lose that wall not 
die, — 

He dies who loves it, — if the woim be 
theie ’ 
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This tender ihyme, and e\eimore the 
doubt, 

‘Why lingeis Gawain with his golden 
news 

So shook him that he could not lest, but 
lode 

Ere midnight to her walls, and bound his 
horse 

Hard by the gates Wide open were the 
gates, 

And no watch kept , and in thio’ these ; 
he past, 

And heard but his own steps, and his 
own heart 

Beating, for nothing moved but his own 
self, 

And his own shadow Then he crost 
the court, 

And spied not any light m hall or bower, 
But saw the postein portal also wide 
Yawning , and up a slope of gaiden, all 
Of roses white and icd, and bi ambles mi\t 
And oveigi owing them, went on, and 
found, 

Heie loo, all hush’d below the mellow 
moon, 

Save that one mulct fiom a tiny ca\e 
Came lightening downward, and so spilt 
itself 

Among the loses, and was lost again 

Then was he waic of thiee paailions 
1 ear’d 

Above the bushes, gildcn peakt in one. 
Red after revel, dioncd hei luulane knights 
Slumbeiing, and then three squires across 
then feet 

In one, their malice on the placid hp 
Froz’n by sw ect sleep, four of her damsels 
lay 

And m the thud, the circlet of the jousts 
Bound on her biow, weie Gawain and 
Ettaiie 

Back, as a hand that pushes thio’ the 
leaf 

To find a nest and feels a snake, he drew 
Back, as a coward slinks from what he 
ftais 

1 0 cope with, or a tiaitor pi oven, or hound 


Beaten, did Pelleas in an utter shame 

Creep with his shadow thio’ the coiut 
again, 

Fingering at his sword -handle until he 
stood 

There on the castle-bridge once moie, and 
thought, 

‘I will go back, and slay them wheie they 
he’ 

And so went hack, and seeing them yet 
m sleep 

Said, ‘Ye, that so dishallow the holy 
sleep, 

Your sleep is death,’ and drew the swoicl, 
and thought, 

‘What > slay a sleeping knight^ the King 
hath bound 

And sworn me to this brotherhood 
again, 

‘Alas that ever a knight should be so 
false ’ 

Then turn’d, and so return’d, and groan- 
ing laid 

The naked sword athwait their naked 
throats, 

Iheic left It, and them sleeping , and she 
lay, 

The circlet of the tourney lound her 
blows, 

And the sword of the tourney across hei 
till oat 

And forth he past, and mounting on 
his hoise 

Stared at hei towers that, largei than 
themselves 

In their own darkness, throng’d into the 
moon 

Then ciush’d the saddle with his thighs, 
and clench’d 

His hands, and madden’d with himself 
and moan’d 

‘ Would they have risen against me in 
then blood 

At the last day ^ I might have answei’d 
them 

Even before high God O toweis so 

I stiong. 
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Huge, solid, would thut even while I gi/e 
The ciack of eaithquake shivering to your 
base 

Split you, and Hell buist up your hailot 
loofs 

Bellowing, and charr’d you thio’ and thro’ 
within, 

Black as the harlot’s heait — ^liollow as a 
skull ’ 

Let the fierce east scream thio’ your eye 
let holes, 

And whirl the dust of harlots loiind and 
round 

In dung and nettles ’ hiss, snake — I saw 
him theie — 

Let the fox baik, let the wolf yell Who 
yells 

Here in the still sweet summer night, but 
I— 

I, the poor Pelleas whom she call’d her 
fooP 

Fool, beast — he, she, or I ^ myself most 
fool , 

Beast too, as lacking human wit — dis- 
graced, 

Dishonoui’d all foi liial of true love — 
Love ^ — we be all alike only the King 
Hath made us fools and liais O noble 
vows * 

0 great and sane and simple race of biules 
That own no lust because they have no 

law ’ 

For why should I have loved lici to my 
shame ^ 

1 loathe hei, as I loved her to niy shame 
I never loved her, I but lusted foi her — 
Away — ’ 

He dash’d the rowel into his horse. 
And hounded forth and vanish’d thio’ the 
night 

Then she, that felt the cold touch on 
hei throat, 

Awaking knew the swoid, and turn’d 
hei self 

To Gawam ‘ Liar, for thou hast not slain 
This Pelleas ’ heie he stood, and might 
have slain 

Me and thyself ’ And he that tells the tale 


Says that hei ever veenng fancy turn’d 
To Pelleas, as the one tiue knight on 
eaith, 

And only lover , and thro’ her love her 
life 

Wasted and pined, desiimg him in vam 

But he by wild and way, for half the 
night, 

And ovei haul and soft, striking the sod 
hiom out the soft, the spaik fiom off the 
hard, 

Rode till the star above the wnkenmg sun, 
Beside that towei wheie Pei ci vale was 
cow I’d, 

Glanced fioin the rosy forehead of the 
dawn 

Foi so the woids weie flash’d into his 
heart 

He knew not whence or wheiefoie ‘ O 
sweet star. 

Pine on the viigin foiehead of the dawm ’’ 
And thcie he w^ould have wept, but felt 
his eyes 

Harder and drier than a fountain bed 
In summci thithei came the village girk 
And lingei’d talking, and they come no 
more 

Till the sweet heavens have fill’d it from 
the heights 

Again with living wxteis m the change 
Of seasons h ard his eyes , harder his 
heart 

Seem’d , but so weary weie his limbs, 
that he, 

Gasping, ‘Of Aithur’s hall am I, hut heie, 
Heie let me icst and die,’ cast himself 
down. 

And gulfd his griefs m inmost sleep , so 
lay. 

Till shaken by a dream, that Gawam fired 
The hall of Meihn, and the morning stai 
Reel’d in the smoke, brake into flame, 
and fell 

lie woke, and being wai e of some one 
nigh, 

Sent hands upon him, as to teai him, 
ciying, 

‘False ^ and I held thee pure as Giuneveie ’ 
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But Peicivale stood near him and 
replied, 

‘Am I but false as Giuneveie is pure^ 

0 i art thou mazed with dreams ? 01 being 
one 

Of our free-spohen Table hast not heaid 
That Lancelot ’ — theie he check’d him 
self and paused 

Then faied it ^^lth Sir Pelleas as with 
one 

Who gets a wound m battle, and the sword 
That made it plunges thio’ the wound 
again, 

And pricks it deepei and he shiank and 
wail’d, 

‘ Is the Queen false and Peicivale was 
mute 

‘Have any of our Round Table held then 
vows ? ’ 

And Percivalc made ans^vvei not a word 
‘Is the King tuie ‘ The King ’’ said 
Percivalt 

‘Why then let men couple at once with 
w oh es 

What ’ ait thou mad 

Put Pelleas, leaping up, 
Ran till o’ the cloois and vaulted on his 
horse 

And fled small pity upon his hoise had 
he, 

Or on himself, or any, and when he met 
A cnpple, one that held a hand foi alms — 
Pluneh’d as he was, and like ill old dw arf 
elm 

That turns its back on the salt blast, the 
hoy 

Paused not, but oaeriode him, shouting, 
‘ False, 

And false with Gawain ' ’ and so left him 
biuised 

And batter’d, and fled on, and hill and 
wood 

Went ever streaming by him till the gloom, 
Thatfollow^s on the turning of the woild, 
Daikcn’d the common path he twitch’d 
the reins, 

And made his beast that be tie i knew it, 
swerve 


Now off it and now on , but when he saw 
High up in heaven the hall that hlerhn 
built, 

Blackening against the dead gieen stripes 
of even, 

‘ Black nest of rats,’ he groan’d, ‘ ye build 
too high ’ 

Not long theieaftei from the city gates 
Issued Sir Lancelot riding airily, 

Warm with a gracious parting from the 
Queen, 

Peace at his heart, and gazing at a stai 
And maivellmg what it was on whom 
the hoy, 

Across the silent seeded meadow grass 
Borne, clash’d and Lancelot, saying, 

‘ What name hast thou 
That iidest here so blindly and so 
haid^’ 

‘ I have no name,’ he shouted, ‘ a scouige 
am I, 

To lash the treasons of the Table Round ’ 

‘ Yea, but thy name ‘ I have many 
names,’ he cried 

‘ I am wiath and shame and hate and evil 
fame, 

And like a poisonous wind I pass to 
blast 

And blaze the crime of Lancelot and the 
Queen ’ 

‘First ovei me,’ said Lancelot, ‘slialt 
thou pass ’ 

‘Fight theiefore,’ yell’d the other, and 
eitliei knight 

Diew hack a space, and when they closed, 
at once 

The weary steed of Pelleas flounder mg 
flung 

Ills rider, who call’d out from the daik 
field, 

‘ Thou ait false as Hell slay me I ha\ c 
no swoid ’ 

Then Lancelot, ‘Yea, between thy lips — 
and shaip , 

But heie will I disedge it by thy death ’ 

‘ Slay then,’ he shuck’d, ‘ my wall is to be 
slun,’ 

And Lancelot, with his heel upon the 
fall’n, 
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Rolling his eyes, a moment stood, then 
spake 

‘ Rise, weakling , I am Lancelot , say thy 
say ’ 

And Lancelot slowly rode his waihorse 
back 

To Camelot, and Sir Pelleas in brief while 
Caught his unbroken limbs from the dark 
field, 

And follow’d to the city It chanced that 
both 

Brake into hall togethei, worn and pale 
1 here with her knights and dames was 
Guinevere 

Full wonderingly she gazed on Lancelot 
So soon return’d, and then on Pelleas, 
him 

^Vho had not greeted her, but cast him- 
self 

Down on a bench, hard breathing ‘ Have 
ye fought ?’ 

She ask’d of Lancelot ‘ Ay, my Queen,’ 
he said 

‘ And thou hast overthrown him ^ ‘ Ay, 

my Queen ’ 

Then she, turning to Pelleas, ‘ O young 
knight, 

Hath the great heait of knighthood m 
thee fail’d 

So far thou canst not bide, mifrowardly, 
A fall from him Then, foi he answer’d 
not, 

*Oi hast thou other griefs^ If I, the 
Queen, 

May help them, loose thy tongue, and let 
me know ’ 

But Pelleas lifted up an eye so fierce 
She quail’d , and he, hissing ‘ I have no 
sword,’ 

Spiang from the door into the dark 
The Queen 

Look’d hard upon her lovei, he on hei , 
And each foresaw the dolorous day to 
be 

And all talk died, as in a giove all song 
Beneath the shadow of some bird of prey , 
Then a long silence came upon the hall, 
And Modred thought, ‘ The time is hard 
at hand ’ 


THE LAST TOURNAMENT 

Dagonet, the fool, whom Gawain in his 
mood 

Had made mock knight of Aithui’s Table 
Round, 

At Camelot, high above the yellowing 
woods. 

Danced like a wither’d leaf before the hall 
And toward him fiom the hall, with harp 
m hand, 

And from the crown theieof a carcanet 
Of ruby swaying to and fro, the piize 
Of Tiistiam in the jousts of yesterday, 
Came Tristram, saying, ‘Why skip ye 
so, Sir Fool?’ 

For Aithui and Sii Lancelot riding once 
Far down beneath a winding wall of rock 
Heaid a child wail A stump of oak 
half dead, 

From loots like some black coil of carven 
snakes, 

Clutch’d at the crag, and started thio’ 
mid air 

Bearing an eagle’s nest and thro’ the tiee 
Rush’d evei a rainy wind, and thro’ the 
wind 

Pierced ever a child’s ciy and ciag and 
tree 

Scaling, Sii Lancelot fiom the perilous 
nest, 

This ruby necklace thrice aioundhei neck, 
And all unscari’d from beak oi talon, 
brought 

A maiden babe , which Arthur pitying 
took. 

Then gave it to his Queen to lear the 
Queen 

But coldly acquiescing, in hei white arms 
Received, and after loved it tenderly, 
And named it Nestling , so foigot heiself 
A moment, and her cares , till that young 
life 

Being smitten in mid heaven with mortal 
cold 

Past from hei , and in time the carcanet 
Vext her with plaintive memories of the 
child 
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So she, deliveiing it to Aitliur, said, 
‘Take thou the jewels of this dead in 
nocence, 

And make them, an thou wilt, a tourney- 
piize ’ 

To whom the King, ‘ Peace to thine 
eagle home 

Dead nestling, and this honoiu aftei 
death, 

Following thy will ’ but, O my Queen, 
I muse 

Why ye not weai on aim, or neck, 01 
zone 

Those diamonds that I lescued from the 
tarn, 

And Lancelot won, methought, for thee 
to weai ’ 

‘Would lather you had let them fall,’ 
she cued, 

‘ Plunge and be lost — ill fated as they 
were, 

A bitterness to me ’ — }c look amazed, 
Not knowing they weic lost as soon as 
given — 

Slid fiom my hands, when I w^as leaning 
out 

Above the ii\ei — that unhappy child 
Past in her barge but losici luck wall go 
With these iich jewels, seeing that they 
came 

Not from the skeleton of a biolhei -slayer, 
But the sweet body of a maiden babe 
Perchance — who know's’ — the puiest of 
thy knights 

May win them foi the puiest of my maids ’ 

She ended, and the ciy of a gieat jousts 
"With trumpet blownngs lan on all the 
wa)s 

h rom Cainelot in among the faded fields 
To fuithest toweis , and everywhere the 
knights 

Arm’d foi a day of glory bcfoie the King 

But on the hither side of that loud morn 
Into the hall stagger’d, his usage iibb’d 
biom ear to eai with dogwhip wheals, his 
no^e 
III 


Budge bioken, one eye out, undone hand 
off, 

And one with shatter’d fingeis dangling 
lame, 

A churl, to whom indignantly the King, 

‘ My churl, for whom Christ died, what 
eul beast 

Plath drawn his claws athwait thy face ^ 
or fiend ^ 

Man was it who marr’d heaven’s image 
m thee thus?’ 

Then, sputtering thro’ the hedge of 
splinter’d teeth, 

Yet sti angers to the tongue, and with 
blunt stump 

Pitch-blacken’d sawing the an, said the 
maim’d churl, 

‘ lie took them and he diave them to 
his towel — 

Some hold he was a table knight of thine — 
A bundled goodly ones — the Red Knight, 
he — 

Loid, I was tending swine, and the Red 
Knight 

Brake in upon me and drave them to his 
lower , 

And when I call’d upon thy name as one 
That doest light by gentle and by chuil, 
Maim’d me and maul’d, and would out- 
right ha\ e slam, 

Save that he swaie me to a message, 
saying, 

“Tell thou the King and alibis liais, that I 
Have founded ray Round Table in the 
Noith, 

And whatsoever his own knights have 
sworn 

My knights have sworn the coimtci to 
it — and say 

My tower is full of harlots, like his couit, 
But mmc are worthiei, seeing they profc&s 
To be none other than them sel\ cs — and say 
My knights are all adulterers like his ow'n, 
But mine are truer, seeing they piofess 
To be none othei , and say his hour is come, 
The heathen are upon him, his long lance 
Bioken, and his Excabbur a stiaw 

L 
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Then Aithur tiun’d to Kay the bene 
schal, 

‘Take thou my churl, and tend him 
curiously 

Like a kmg’b heir, till all hib hmts be 
whole 

The heathen — but that evei climbing 
w ave, 

Hurl’d back again so often m empty foam, 
Hath lam for yeais at rest — and renegades, 
Thieves, bandits, leavings of confusion, 
whom 

The wholesome lealm is purged of othei- 
where, 

Friends, thro’ youi manhood and your 
fealty, — now 

Make their last head like Satan m the 
North 

My younger knights, new-made, in whom 
your flower 

Waits to be solid fiuit of golden deeds, 
Move with me towaid then quelling, 
which achieved. 

The loneliest ways aie safe from shore to 
shore 

But thou, Sii Lancelot, sitting in my place 
Enchair’d to-morrow, aibitiite the field , 
For whciefoi e shouldst thou care to mingle 
with it, 

Only to yield my Queen hei own again ^ 
Speak, Lancelot, thou art silent is it 
welP’ 

Thereto Sir Lancelot answei’d, ‘ It is 
well 

Yet better if the King abide, and lea\e 
The leading of his younger knights to me 
Else, for the King has will’d it, it is well ’ 

Then Arthui lose and Lancelot follow d 
him, 

And while they stood without the doois, 
the King 

Turn’d to him saying, ‘ Is it then so welP 
Or mine the blame that oft I seem as he 
Of whom was written, “ A sound is in his 
ears 

The foot that loiteis, bidden go, — the 
glance 

That only seems half lo>al to command, — 


A manner somewhat fail n liom revei 
ence — 

Or ha\e I di earn’d the bearing of our 
knights 

1 elis of a manhood ever less and lower ^ 
Or whence the fear lest this my realm, 
upieai’d, 

By noble deeds at one with noble vows, 
From flat confusion and brute \iolences, 
Reel back into the beast, and be no 
more ?’ 

He spoke, and taking all his youngei 
knights, 

Down the slope city lode, and shaiply 
turn’d 

INoith by the gate In hci high bowei 
the Queen, 

Yoiking a tapestiy, lifted up hei head, 
Watch’d hei lord pass, and knew not that 
she sigh’d 

riieii lai across her memoiy the strange 
ihymc 

Of bygone Meilin, ‘Wheie is he who 
know s ^ 

From the gi eat deep to the gieat deep he 
goes ’ 

But whe n the morning of i tournament, 
B} these in earnest those in mock< ly call’d 
Ihc iouinament of the Dead Tnnoeenre, 
Jhakc with a wet wind blowing, I ancclot, 
Round whose sick head all night, like 
buds of prey. 

The woidsofiVrtliui flying shuck’d, aiose 
And dowm a stieetw ay hung with folds of 
pure 

White samite, and by fountains lunnmg 
wine, 

Where childien sat in white with cups of 
gold, 

Mo\ed to the lists, and theie, with slow 
sad steps 

Ascending, fill’d his double diagon d 
chair 

He glanced and saw the statel} galleiies, 
Dame, damsel, each thro’ woibhip of tlieir 
Queen 

White lobecl in honour of the stainless 
child. 
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And some w th scattei’d je\/els, like a 
bank 

Of maiden snow mingled with spaiks of 
file 

He look’d but once, and vail’d bis eyes 
again 

The sudden tiumpet sounded as in a 
cheam 

To eais but half-awaked, then onelowioll 
Of Autumn thundei, and the jousts began 
And e\ ei the wind blew , and} cllow ing leaf 
And gloom and gleam, and showei and 
shorn plume 

Went down it Sighing w eaiiedly, as one 
Who sits and gazes on a faded fire, 

W hen all the good! lei guests aiepast aw a}, 
Sat their gieat iimpiie, looking o’er tiie 
lists 

He saw the laws that ruled the tournament 
Broken, but s]nke nut , once, a knight 
cast down 

Before his tin one of arbitiation cuistd 
The dead babe and the follico of the King, 
And once the laces of a helmet crack’d. 
And show^’d him, like a vcimin m its hole, 
Modred, a nanow face anon he heaid 
The voice that billow’d lound the bauieis 
ruai 

An ocean sounding welcome to onekmght, 
But newdy enter’d, tallei than the lest, 
And aimoui’d all in foiest gieen, wheieon 
Thcie tnpt a bundled tiny sihci deei, 
And wearing but a holly spiay foi eiest, 
With ever scatteiing hemes, and on shield 
Aspeai, a harp, a bugle — liistiam — late 
From oveiseas in Biittany letum’d, 

And maiiiage withapnnctssof that realm, 
Isolt the White — bn Tiistram of the 
Woods— 

Whom Lancelot knew, had held sometime 
with pain 

> Ills owm against him, and now yearn’d to 
shake 

The bill then off his heait m one full shoek 
With liibtiam ev’n to death his stiong 
hands grip! 

And dinted the cult di igon^ light and left, 
Until he gioan’d foi wrath — so many of 
those, 


That waie their ladies’ colours on the 
casque, 

Diew from before Sir Tristram to the 
bounds, 

And there wath gibes and flicker mg 
mockeries 

Stood, while he mill tei’d, ‘ Craven crests ' 
0 shame ’ 

W hat failn have these in whom they sware 
to love? 

The glory of our Round Table is no more ’ 

So Tristiam won, and Lancelot gave, 
the gems. 

Not speaking othei word than ' Hast thou 
wmn ? 

Art thou the purest, brother ? See, the hand 

Wherewith thou takest this, is red ’’ to 
whom 

Tnstiam, half plagued by Lancelot s 
languorous mood. 

Made answ^ei, ^Ay, but wherefore loss 
me tins 

Like adi} bone cast losomc hungr} hound ? 

Let be thy fan Queen’s fantasy Stiength 
of heart 

\nd might of limb, butmainly use and skill, 

Aic wmneis in this pastime of oui King 

My hand — belike the lancc hath dnpt 
upon It — 

No blood of mine, I trow , but 0 chief 
knight. 

Right aim of Aithui in the battlefield, 

Gieat bi othei, thou nor I ha\e made the 
woild , 

Be happy in thy fan Queen as I m mine 

And Tnstiam round the gallery made 
his horse 

Caiacolc, then bow’d his homage, bluntly 
saying, 

^ F 111 damsels, each to him v/ho worships 
each 

Sole Queen of Beauty and of lo\e, behold 

I Ills diy my Queen of Beiut} is not here ’ 

And most of these w^ei emule, some angei’d, 
one 

Mmmuiin^, ‘All eouitcsy is dead,’ and 
one, 

‘The gloiy ofoiu Roiuicl I able is no more ’ 
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Then fell thick ram, plume clioopt and 
mantle clung, 

And pettish cries awoke, and the wan day 
Went glooming down in wet and weaii- 
ness 

But under her black blows a swaithy one 
I augh’d shrilly, crying, 'Praise the patient 
saints, 

Our one white day of Innocence hath past, 
Tho’ somewhat draggled at the skirt So 
be it 

The snowdrop only, flowering thio’ the 
year, 

Would make the world as blank as 
Winter tide 

Come — let us gladden then sad eyes, oui 
Queen’s 

And Lancelot’s, at this night’s solemnity 
With all the kindlier colours of the field ’ 

So dame and damsel glitter’d at the 
feast 

Variously gay for he that tells the tale 
Liken’d them, saying, as when an houi of 
cold 

Falls on the mountain m midsummei 
snows, 

And all the pin pie slopes of mount nn 
floweis 

Pass under white, till the waim hour 
retiuns 

With veer of wind, and all aie flowers 
again , 

So dame and damsel cast the simple uhite. 
And glowing in all colouis, the live glass, 
Rose campion, bluebell, kingcup, poppy, 
glanced 

About the revels, and with miith so loud 
Beyond all use, that, half amazed, the 
Queen, 

And wroth at Tiistiam and the lawless 
jousts, 

Brake up their spoits, then slowly to her 
bowei 

Parted, and in her bosom pain was lord 

And little Dagonel on the morrow 
mom. 

High over all the yellowing Aulumn-tide, 
Danced like a wither’d leaf befoie the hall 


Then Tristram saying, ' Why skip ye so, 
Sii FooP’ 

Wheel’d round on eithei heel, Dagonet 
replied, 

‘ Belike for lack of wiser company , 

Or being fool, and seeing too much v it 
Makes the world rotten, why, belike I skip 
To know myself the wisest knight of all ’ 

‘ Ay, fool, ’ said Tristram, ‘ but ’tis eating 
dry 

To dance without a catch, a roundelay 
J o dance to ’ Then he twangled on his 
harp, 

And while he twangled little Dagonet stood 
Quiet as any watei sodden log 
Stay’d in the wandering wnrbleof a brook , 
But when the twangling ended, skipt again , 
And being ask’d, ' Why skipt ye not, Sir 
FooP’ 

Made answer, ' I had liefer twenty yeais 
Skip to the hiokcn music of my brains 
1 ban any broken music thou canst make ’ 
Then Tristram, waiting for the quip to 
come, 

‘Good now, what music have I broken, 
fooP’ 

And little Dagonet, skipping, ‘Ailhui, 
the Ring’s , 

For when thou pla^cst that an with Queen 
Isolt, 

1 hou makest bioken music with thy bade, 
Her dam tier namesake downin Brittany — 
And so thou bleakest Arthui’s music loo ’ 

‘ Save for that bioken music in thy biams, 
Sir fool,’ said Tristram, ‘I would bieak 
thy head 

Fool, I came late, the heathen wars weie 
o’er, 

The life had flown, we sware but by the 
shell — 

I am but a fool to reason w ith a fool— 
Come, thou art ciabb’d and sour but 
lean me down. 

Sir Dagonet, one of thy long asses’ ears, 
And harken if my music be not tiue 

‘ “ Free love — flee field — we love but 
while we may 

The woods aie hush’d, their music is no 
I moie 
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The leaf is dead, the yearning past away 
New leaf, new life — the days of frost aie 
o’ei 

New life, new love, to suit the newei day 
New loves aie sweet as those that went 
before 

Fiee love — fiee field — we love but while 
we may ” 

‘ Ye might have moved slow-measuie 
to my tune, 

Not stood stockstill I made it in the 
woods, 

And heard it iing as tiue as tested gold ’ 

But Dagonet with one foot poised m 
his hand, 

‘ Fiiend, did ye maik that fountain 
yesterday 

Made to run wine‘s — but this had run 
Itself 

All out like a long life to a soiu end — 
And them that round it sat wath golden 
cups 

To hand the wine to whosoevei came — 
The twelve small damoscK white as 
Innocence, 

In honour of poor Innocence the babe, 
Who left the gems which Innocence the 
Queen 

Lent to the King, and Innocence the King 
Gave foi a piize — and one of those while 
slips 

Handed her cup and piped, the pietty one, 
‘‘Dunk, dunk, Sii Fool,” and thereupon 
I diank, 

Spat — pish — the cup was gold, the 
di aught was mud ’ 

And Tristiam, ‘Was it nuiddiei than 
thy gibes ^ 

Is all the laughtei gone dead out of thee^ — 
Not marking how the knighthood mock 
thee, fool — 

“ Feai God honoui the King — his one 
tiue knight — 

Sole followei of the vows ” — foi heit be 
they 

Who knew thee swine enow before I came, 
Smuttiei thin blisttd gum but when 
the King 


Had made thee fool, thy vanity so shot np 
It frighted all free fool from out thy heail , 
\Vliich left thee less than fool, and less 
than swine, 

A naked aught — yet swine I hold thee still, 
For I have flung thee pearls and find thee 
swine ’ 

And little Dagonet mmcing with his feet, 
‘Knight, an ye fling those rubies lound 
my neck 

In lieu of heis, I’ll hold thou hast some 
touch 

Of music, since I caie not for thy pearls 
Swine? I have wallow’d, I have wash’d 
— the woild 

Is flesh and shadow — I ha\e had my day 
The dirty nuise, Experience, in her kind 
Hath foul’d me — an I wallow’d, then I 
wash’d — 

I have had my day and my philosophies — 
And thank the Loid I am King Arthur’s 
fool 

Swine, say ye ^ swine, goats, asses, lams 
and geese 

Tioop’d round a Paynim haiper once, 
who thiumm’d 

On such a waie as musically as thou 
Some such fine song — but never a king’s 
fool ’ 

And fristiam, ‘Then weie swine, 
goats, asses, geese 

The wiser fools, seeing thy Paynim baid 
Had such a masteiy of his mysteiy 
That he could harp his wife up out of hell ’ 

Then Dagonet, turning on the ball o( 
his foot, 

‘ And whither haip’st thou thine down ’ 
and thyself 

Down’ and two more a helpful haipei 
thou, 

That hai pest downwaid’ Dost thou know 
the stai 

We call the haip of Aithiii up in heaven?’ 

And lush am, ‘Ay, Sir lool, foi when 
our Krng 

Wis \rct()r wellnigh day by day the 
knights. 
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Glorying m each new gloiy, set Ins nime 
High on all h 11s, and in the signs of 
heaven ’ 

^ And Dagonet answer’d, * Ay, and when 
the land 

Was freed, and the Queen false, ye set 
yourself 

To babble about him, all to show youi 
wit — 

And vhethei he were King by couites}, 
Oi King by light — and so went haipmg 
down 

The black king’s highway, got so far, and 
giew 

So wntty that ye play’d at ducks and 
diakes 

With Aithur’s vows on the gieat lake of 
file 

Tuwhoo ' do ye see if^* do ye see the 
stai 

‘Nay, fool,’ said Tiistram, ‘not in 
open day ’ 

And Dagonet, ‘ Naj , nor will I see it 
and hcai 

It makes a silent music up in heaven, 
And T, and Arthur and the angels hcai. 
And thenw^e skip ’ ‘ Lo, fool,’ he said, 

‘ ye talk 

Fool’s treason is the King thy biothei 
fooP’ 

Then little Dagonet clapt his hands and 
shi fil’d, 

‘ Ay, ay, my bi other fool, the king of 
fools ’ 

Conceits himself as God that he can make 
Figs out of thistles, silk fiom bustles, milk 
From burning spurge, honey fiom hornet 
combs, 

And men fiom beasts — Long live the king 
of fools ’ ’ 

And clown the city Dagonet danced 
away , 

But thro’ the slowly-mellowing avenues 
And solitary passes of the wood 
Rode Tiistram toward Lyonnesse and 
the west 

Before him fled the face of Queen Isolt 
With ruby ended neck, but eveimore 


Past, as a uistle or twittei in the wood 
hlade dull his inner, keen his outer eye 
For all that walk’d, or ciept, or perch’d, 
or flew 

Anon the face, as, when a gust hath 
blown, 

Unruffling waters re collect the shape 
Of one that in them sees himself, return’d , 
But at the slot or fewmets of a deei, 

Oi ev’n a fall’n feathei, vanish’d again 

So on foi all that clay from lawn to lavni 
Thro’ many a league long bowei he lode 
At length 

A lodge of intertwisted beechen boughs 
Fmze ciamm d, and biacken looft, the 
which himself 

Built for a summei day with Queen Isoll 
Against a show^ei, daik m the golden 
gro-ve 

Appearing, sent his fancy back to wheie 
She lued a moon m that low" lodge with 
him 

Till hlark hei lord had past, the Coinish 
King, 

With s’x 01 seven, when Tiistiam was 
aw a}, 

And snatch’d hci thence , yet dieaclmg 
woisc than shame 

Ilci waiiioi Tiistiam, spake not any 
word, 

But bode his houi, devising wietchedness 

And now that deseit lodge to Tiistiam 
lookt 

So sweet, that halting, in he past, and 
sank 

Down on a dnft of foliage landom blown , 
But could not lest for musing how" to 
smoothe 

And sleek his mairiage ovei to the Queen 
Perchance m lone Tintagil Pi fiom all 
The tongucsteis of the court she had not 
heaid 

But then what folly had sent him oveiseas 
Aftei she left him lonely heie^ a name? 
Was it the name of one in Brittany, 

Isolt, the daughter of the Kmg^ ‘Isolt 
Of the white hands ’ they call’d hci the 
sweet name 
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/VlluiecI him fust, and then the maid hei 
self. 

Who seived h^m well wnth those white 
hands of hers, 

Vnd loved him ’‘'cll, until himself had 
thought 

lie loved hei also, ^vedded easily, 

But left hei all as easil}, and letuinM 
The hlach-blue lush haii and Irish eyes 
Had diawm him home — v'hat maneP 
then he laid 

Ills blows upon tlu diifted leaf and 
dream’d 

lie seem’d topace the strand of Brittany 
Between Isolt of Biitain and his biide, 
And show’d them both the iiiby chain, 
and both | 

Began to struggle for it, till his Queen j 
Graspt it so hai < 1 , that all hei hand w as 1 ed I 
Then cried the Breton, ‘ Look, hei hand 
IS 1 ecy 

These be no lubics, this is fiozcn blood, 
And melts witl in hci hand — her hand is 
hot 

With ill desires, but this I gave thee look, 
Is all as cool and white is sny tlowci ’ 
Follow’d 1 rush of e iqL’s wings, and then 
A wlumpcimg of the spnit ol the child, 
Because the tv uii livl sipoil d hei cai 
c met 

lledieim’d, hut \ithiu with a him 
died spcais 

Rode fai, till o’ei the illimitable leed, 

Ami many a glancing phsli and sallowy 
isle, 

The w idc w mg d siinsci of the misty niaish 
Glared on a huge madiicohted tow a 
That stood with open doois, wheieout 
w IS loird 

A loai of not, as fiom men secuie 
Amid their maishc^, lullians at then ease 
Among then hailot-hiules, an evil song 
‘ Lo theic,’ said one of Aithui s youth, 
foi thciL, 

High on 1 gum dead tice befoie the towei, 
A goodly hiodiei of the T. ible Round 
Swung by the neck and on tlu botuhs 
a shield 


Showing a showei of blood in a field non, 
And theiebeside a hoin, inflamed the 
knights 

At that dishonour done the gilded spin. 
Till each would clash the shield, and blow 
the horn 

But Aithur w aved them back Alone he 
rode 

Then at the diy harsh roar of the gieat 
hoin, 

That sent the face of all the niaish aloft 
An evei upwaid-rushmg storm and cloud 
Of shiiek and plume, the Red Knight 
heaid, and all, 

Even to lipmost lance and topmost helm, 
In blood led armour sallying, howl’d to 
the King, 

‘ The teeth of Hell flay bare and gnash 
thee flat ’ — 

Lo ’ art thou not that eunuch hearted 
King 

\Mio fain had dipt fice manhood fiom 
the w Olid — 

Ihe w^oman- woishippeP '\ea, God’s 
cuisc, and I ’ 

Shin wns the hiothei of my paiamoui 
By a knight of thine, and I that heaid 
her whine 

And snnel, being eunuch -hearted too, 
Sware by the scoipion woim that twists 
in hell, 

And stings itself to eveihslmg death, 

5 o hang whatever knight of thmc I fought 
And tumbled Ait thou King'? — Look 
to thy life ' ’ 

He ended Ai thin knew the \ oice , the 
face 

Wcllnigh was helmet -hidden, and the 
name 

Went wandering somewheie daikhng in 
his mind 

And Ailhiir deign d not use ofwoid 01 
Orel, 

But let the diunkaid, as he stu tch d fiom 
hoise 

lo sliike him, oietbilancing his bulk, 
L)owii fiom tin caiiscw ay heavily to the 
swamp 
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Fall» as the crest of some slow aiching 
wave, 

Heard in dead night along that table- 
shore, 

Drops flat, and after the great waters 
break 

Whitening foi half a league, and thin 
themselves, 

Far over sands marbled with moon and 
cloud, 

From less and less to nothing , thus he fell 

Head heavy , then the knights, who 
watch’d him, roar’d 

And shouted and leapt down upon the 
fall’n , 

Theie trampled out Ins face from being 
known, 

And sank his head in miie, and slimed 
themselves 

Nor heard the King for their own cries, 
but sprang 

Thio’ open doois, and swoidmg light and 
left 

Men, women, on their sodden faces, 
hull’d 

The tables over and the wines, and slew 

Till all the i afters lang with woman yells, 

And all the pavement stream’d with 
massacre 

Then, yell wuth yell echoing, tliey fiied 
the tower, 

Which half that autumn night, like the 
live North, 

Red pulsing up thio’ Alioth and Alcoi, 

Made all above it, and a bundled meics 

About it, as the watei Moab saw 

Come round by the East, and out beyond 
them flush’d 

The long low dune, and lazy-plungmg sea 

So all the ways were safe from shore to 
shore, 

But in the heait of Arthui pain was loid 

Then, out of Tristiam waking, the led 
dieam 

Fled with a shout, and that low lodge 
return’d, 

Mid-foiest, and the wind among the 
boughs 


He whistled his good waihoise left to 
graze 

Among the forest greens, vaulted upon him. 
And rode beneath an evei show ering leaf, 
Till one lone woman, weeping near a 
cioss. 

Stay’d him ‘ Wh)/ weep ye ^ ‘ Lord,’ 

she said, ‘ my man 

Hath left me oi is dead , ’ whereon he 
thought — 

* What, if she hate me now > I w ould 
not this 

What, if she love me still ^ I would not 
that 

I know not what I would’ — but said to 
her, 

‘Yet weep not thou, lest, if Ihy mate 
leturn. 

He find thy favoui changed and lo\e thee 
not ’ — 

Then pressing day by day thio’ Lyonnesse 
Last in a roky hollow, belling, heard 
The hounds of hi ark, and felt the goodly 
hounds 

Yelp at his heart, but tinning, past and 
gain’d 

Tmtagil, half in sea, and high on land, 

A Cl own of towel s 

Down in a casement sat, 
A low sea sunset gloiying loimd hci haii 
And glossy throated glare, Isolt the 
Queen 

And when she heaid the feet of Tiistiam 
gimd 

The spiring stone that scaled about her 
tow^ei, 

Flush’d, started, met him at the doois, 
and Ihtie 

Belted his body with her white embrace, 
Ciying aloud, ‘Not Maik — not Matk, 
my soul ' 

The footstep flutter’d me at first not he 
Catlike thro’ his own castle steals mv 
Maik, 

But warrior wase thou stiidest tin o’ his 
halls 

Who hates thee, as I him — e\’n to the 
death 

soul, I felt my hatied foi my Maik 
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Quicken within me, and knew that thou 
weit mgh ’ 

To whom Sii Til strum smiling, ‘I am 
heie 

Let be thy Maik, seeing he is not thine ’ 

And dra\\ing somewhat buckwaid she 
lephcJ, 

‘ Can he be wiong’d who is not ev n his 
own, 

T3ut sa\e foi diead of thee had beaten me, 
Scratch’d, bitten, blinded, mail’d me 
somehow — INIaik > 

What lights are his that daie not stiike 
foi them^ 

Lot lift a hand — not, tho’ he found me 
thus ’ 

But haiken ' have }e met him ^ liencc he 
V ent 

To day for thiee days’ hunting — as he 
" said — 

And so letuins belike within an houi 
Muk’s way, niy soul ' — but eat not thou 
with Mark, 

Because ho hates theo o\cn moie than 
fens , 

Nor drink and win 11 thou pnssest any 
w'ood 

Closv. V1701, lost an mow fiom tho hiuh 
Should loa\e mo all alone with Maik and 
hell 

My God, tho me,asmo of my Into foi 
Maik 

L as tho inoasuio of nn lo\o for tlioe ’ 

So, pluck’d one w ay by halt '^nrl one 
by lo\c, 

Diain’d of ha foico, again she nt, and 
spako 

To Tnstiam, as ho knolt befoio hor, 
saying, 

‘0 hiinlei, and O blowoi of the horn, 
Haipci, and thou Inst boon i lova too, 
Foi, ero I mated with mv slnuibling king, 
Ye twiin hid fillon out about tho biido 
Of one — hisiiann is out oi nio— the pii/o. 
If piize she wcic — (what nnivol— slit 
could seo) — 

Thme, friond , ind o\or since my cia\on 
socks 
nr 


To wneck thee ■villainously but, O Sii 
Knight, 

What dame or damsel have ye kneel’d to 
last 

And Tristram, « Last to my Queen 
Paramount, 

Heie now to my Queen Pai amount of love 
And lo\ eliness— ay, loveliei than when 
fiist 

Hei light feet fell on oui rough Lyonnesse, 
Sailing from Ii eland ’ 

Softly laugh’d Isolt , 

‘ Flatter me not, foi hath not om gieat 
Queen 

My dole of beauty tiebled and he said, 
‘Her beauty is hei beauty, and thine 
thme. 

And thme is moie to me — soft, gracious, 
kind — 

Save when thy Maik is kindled on thy lips 
Most giacious , but she, haughty, ev’n to 
him, 

Lancelot , foi I have seen him wan enoav 
To m ake one doubt if e\ er the great Queen 
Flavo }ielded lima her love ’ 

To whom Isolt, 

‘ Ah then, false hunter and false harpei, 
thou 

^vho biakest thro’ the sciuple of my 
bond, 

Calling me thy white hind, and saying 
to me 

That Gmneveie had simi’d against the 
highest, 

And I — mis}oked with such a want of 
man — 

That I could hardly sin against the lowest ’ 

lie answer’d, ‘O my soul, be com 
foi tod ’ 

If this be sweet, to sin in leading strings, 
If here be comfoit, and if oius bo sm, 
Crown’d waiianl hid wo for the crowning 
sin 

That made us happy but how yc gieet 
rao — fear 

And fault and doubt — no \rOid of that 
lond tale — 

I 2 
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Thy deep heart - yearnings, thy sweet 
memories 

Of Tristram in that yeai he was away ’ 

And, saddening on the sudden, spake 
Isolt, 

‘ I had forgotten all in my strong joy 
To see thee — yearnings — ay ’ foi, houi 
by hour, 

Here in the nevei ended afternoon, 

O sweeter than all memoiies of thee, 
Deeper than any yearnings aftei thee 
Seem’d those far rolling, westward 
smiling seas. 

Watch’d from this towei Isolt of Bi itain 
dash’d 

Before I^olt of Brittany on the stiand, 
Would that have chill’d her bride>kiss 
Wedded her 

Fought in her father’s battles ? wounded 
theie ^ 

The King was all fulfU’d with grateful 
ness, 

And she, my namesake of the hands, that 
heal’d 

Thy huit and heait with unguent and 
caress — 

Well — can I wish hei any hugei wiong 
Than having know n thee ^ her too hast 
thou left 

To pine and waste in those sweet 
memories 

O were I not my Mark’s, by whom all 
men 

Aie noble, I should hate thee more than 
love ’ 

And Tiistiam, fondling hei light hands, 
replied, 

* Grace, Queen, for being loved she 
loved me well 

Did I love her '> the name at least I loved 
Isolt ^ — I fought his battles, for Isolt ’ 
The night was dark , the tiue star set 
Isolt ’ 

The name was luler of the dark Isolt ? 

Care not for hei ’ patient, and prayeiful, 
meek, 

Pale-blooded, she will yield hciself to 
God’ 


And Isolt answer’d, ‘Yea, and why 
not I ^ 

Mine is the laiger need, who am not meek, 

Pale -blooded, prayerful Let me tell 
thee now’' 

Here one black, mute midsummei night 
I sat, 

Lonely, but musing on thee, wondering 
wheie, 

Murmuring a light song I had hcaid thee 
sing, 

And once or twice I spake thy name aloud 

Then flash’d a levin biand , and near me 
stood, 

In fuming sulphui blue and green, a 
fiend — 

Mark’s way to steal behind one m the 
daik — 

For there was Mark ‘‘He has wedded 
hei,” he said, 

Not said, but hiss’d it then this ciown 
of towers 

So shook to such a 1 oai of all the sky, 

That here in uttei daik I swoon’d away, 

And woke again in utter daik, and cried, 

“I wall flee hence and give myself to 
God 

And thou weit lying in thy new leman’s 
arms ’ 

Then Tiistram, ever dallying with hei 
hand, 

‘ May God be with thee, sw eet, when old 
and giay. 

And past desiie ’’ a saying that angei’d 
her 

‘ “May God be with thee, sweet, when 
thou art old. 

And sweet no moie to me I need 
Him now 

For when had Lancelot utter’d aught so 
gross 

Ev’n to the swineherd’s raalkm m the 
mast ^ 

The gi eater man, the greater couitesy 

Far other was the liistram, Aitliui’s 
knight ’ 

But thou, thio’ evei hauying thy wild 
beasts — 

Save that to touch a liaip, tilt with a lance 
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Becomes thee well — ait grown wild beast 
thyself 

How clarest thou, if lover, push me e\en 
In fancy from thy side, and set me fai 
In the gray distance, half a life away, 
Her to be lo\ed no more> Unsay it, 
unsweai ' 

Flatter me lathei, seeing me so weak, 
Broken with Mark and hate and solitude, 
Th) mariiage and mine own, that I 
should suck 

Lies like sw eet w ines he to me I hehe\ e 
Will ye not lie? not sweai, as theie }e 
kneel, 

And solemnly as when ye sware to him, 
The man of men, our King — M) God, 
the power 

Was once in vows when men belie\ed the 
King * 

They lied not then, who sw arc, and thro’ 
their \ows 

The King pievailmg made his realm — 
I say, 

Swear to me thou wilt Io\e me e\ ’n when 
old, 

Giay hail’d, and past dcsiie, and in de 
span ’ 

Then Tiistiam, pacing moodily up and 
down, 

‘Vows ’ did 5011 keep the \owyou made 
, to Maik 

Moie than I mine ^ Lied, say }e ^ Nay, 
but leaint. 

The \ow that binds too sti icily snaps 
itself — 

My knighthood taught me this — ay, being 
snapt — 

We run more counter to tire soul thereof 
Than had we ne\ci sworn I swear no 
more 

I swoie to the great King, ind am for 
swoin 

Foi once — e\’n to the height — I honour’d 
him 

“Man, IS he inin at alP” methought, 
when fiist 

I lode from 0111 rough L>onnesse, and 
beheld 

lhat vietoi of the Fagan thioned mhill— 


His hair, a sun that ray’d fiom off a brow 
Like hillsnow high in heaven, the steel 
blue eyes, 

The golden beaid that clothed his lips 
with light — 

Moreover, that wend legend of his bnth, 
With hlerlm’s mystic babble about his end 
Amazed me , then, his foot was on a stool 
Shaped as a diagon , he seem’d to me no 
man, 

But Michael tiampling Satan , so I sw'are, 
Being amazed but this went by — The 
vows ' 

0 W — the wholesome madness of an 

hour — 

1 hey sei \ ed their use, then time , for 

every knight 

Believed himself a greater than himself. 
And eveiy follower eyed him as a God ; 
iill he, being lifted up beyond himself, 
Did mightiei deeds than else wise he had 
done, 

A.nd so the realm was made , but then 
then \ow^s — 

Fust mainly thro’ that sullying of oin 
Queen — 

Began to gall the knighthood, asking 
whence 

Had Aithiu right to bind them to himself? 
Dropt down fioin heaven? wash’d up 
fiom out the deep? 

They fail’d to tiace him thio’ the flesh 
and blood 

Of our old kings whence then? a doubt 
fill lord 

To bind them by inviolable vow^s, 

Which flesh and blood perforce would 
violate 

Foi feel this aim of inme— the tide within 
Red with fiee chase and heathci -scented 
air, 

Pulsing full man , can Arthur make me 
pine 

As any maiden child ^ lock up my tongm 
Fiom uttering fieely what I freely heai ? 
Bind me to one? The wide woild 
laughs at it 

And worldling of the woild am I, and 
know 

The ptaimigan that whitens cie his hour 
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Nor shall he vows — I am w^oodman of ^ 
the woods. 

And hear the garnet headed ^nffingale 
j\Ioch them my soul, w^e lo\e but while 
we may , 

And theiefoie is ray love so Kige foi thee, 
Seeing it is not bounded save by lo\ e ’ 

Here ending, he moved toward her, 
and she said, 

‘ Good an I turn’d away my love for thee 
To some one thiice as couiteous as thy- 
self — 

For couitesy wins woman all as well 
As valoui may, but he that closes both 
Is pel feet, he is Lancelot — tallei indeed, 
Rosier and comeliei, thou — but say I loved 
This knightliest of all knights, and cast 
thee back 

Thine own small saw, “We love but 
while we may,” 

Well then, what answei 

He that while she spake, 
Mindful of what he bi ought to adorn hci 
with. 

The jewels, had let one Hngci lightly touch 
The waim white apple of hci tin oat, 
leplicd, 

‘ Pi ess this a little closet, sweet, until — 
Come, I am hungei’d and half anger’d — 
meat, 

Wine, wine — and I will love thee to the 
death, 

And out beyond into the dream to come ’ 

So then, when both were brought to 
full accoid, 

She lose, and set before him all he will d , 
And aftei these had comforted the blood 
With meats and wines, and satiated then 
hearts — 

Now talking of their woodland paiadise, 
The deer, the dews, the fern, the founts, 
the lawns , 

Now mocking at the much ungainlmess. 
And ciaven shifts, and long crane legs of 
Mark — 

Then Tristram laughing caught the harp, 
and sang 


Ay, 2.y, O ay — the winds that bend 
the biiei ’ 

A star 111 heaven, a stai within the meie ’ 
•^y> T) ^ ^'^y desne, 

And one w as far apart, and one was neai 
Ay, ay, O ay — the wunds that bow the 
glass ’ 

And one was watei and one star was fire, 
And one will evei shine and one will pass 
Ay, ay, O ay — the winds that move the 
meie ’ 

Then m the light’s last glimmer Tris 
tiam show’d 

And swung the luby caicanet She ciied, 
The collai of some Oidei, which oiu 
King 

Hath newly founded, all foi thee, my soul, 
Foi thee, to }ield thee giace beyond th> 
pceis ’ 

‘Not so, my Queen,’ he said, ‘but the 
icd flint 

Giown on amagic oak tree m mid heaven, 
And won by Tiistram as a tomney prize, 
And hithei bi ought bv Tiistiam foi his 
last 

Love offumg and peace offuing unto 
thcc ’ 

He spoke, he tiun d, then, flinging 
lound hei neck, 

Claspt it, and cued ‘ Thmc Ouler, O my 
Queen ’’ 

But, while he bow’d to kiss the jewell’d 
tin oat, 

Out of the daik, just as the lips had 
touch’d, 

Behind him lose a shadow and a sbiiel — 
‘ hlark’s way,’ said hlaik, and clov^e him 
tin o’ the biam 

That night came Aithur home, and 
while he climb’d, 

All in a death -dumb autumn chipping 
gloom, 

The stall way to the hall, xnd look’d and 
saw 

The great Queen’s bowei was cUik, — 
about his feet 

A voice clung sobbing till he question’d it, 
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‘ What ait thou and the voice about his 
feet 

Sent up an ans\^er, sobbing, ‘I am thy 
fool, 

And I shall nevei make thee smile again ' 


GUINEVLRE 

Queen Guinevere had fled the couit, 
and sat 

Theie m the holy houbC at Almesbuiy 
Weeping, none with hti &a\e a littie 
maid, 

A novice one low light betwixt them 
bill n’d 

Bliiii’d hy the creeping mist, for all 
abioad, 

Beneath a moon unseen albeit at full, 

The white mist, like a face cloth to the 
face, 

Clung to the dead eaith, aid the land 
was still 

Foi hithci had she fled, hei cause of 
flight 

Sn Modied , he that like a s ibtlc beast 
Lay COLIC hant with his c)es upon the 
tin one, 

Ready to spiing, waiting a chance foi 
this 

He chill’d the ]iO])ulai inaisc^ of the h mg 
With silent smiles of slow dnpaiagenient 
And tampci d with llie Loids of the 
A\ bite lloise, 

Heathen, the biood h) Ileiigist left, and 
sought 

To make disuiplion m the I able Round 
Of Ai thill, and to sphntu it mto feuds 
Seiving his tiaitoious ercl, and all his 
aims 

Wcieshaipcnd b\ sUonghatefoi Lance 
lot 

hoi thus it eh uicccl one mom when 
all the eouit, 

Gieen suited, hut with plumes that 
muck’d the in i\, 

Had been, then x\unl, a-nn}iug aid 
letiun’d. 

That Modied still m gieen, all e o aid eye, 


Climb’d to the high top of the gaiden 
wall 

To spy some secret scandal if he might. 
And saw the Queen who sat betwixt hei 
best 

Enid, and lissome Vi\ien, of hei court 
The wiliest and the worst, and moie 
than this 

He saw not, for Sn Lancelot passing by 
Spied wheie he couch’d, and as the 
gaidenei’s hand 

Picks from the colew oit a gieen catei 
pillar, 

So fiom the high wall and the flow ei mg 
glove 

Of glasses Lancelot pluck’d him by the 
heel, 

And cast him as a woim upon the w^ay , 
But when he knew the Piince tlio’ mail’d 
with dust, 

He, ie\ eiencing king’s blood in a bad man, 
Made such excuses as he might, and these 
Full ki ightl) without scoin , foi in those 
di}s 

No knight of Aithui’s noblest dealt in 
scorn , 

But, if a man w^eie halt oi hunch’d, in him 
By those whom God had made lull limb’d 
and tall, 

Seoin was allow'’d as pail of his defect, 
And he w is answei’d softly by the Ring 
Viid all Ins Table So Sir Lancelot holp 
To laise the Pimce, wdio using twice or 
till ice 

Pull shaiply smote Ins knees, and smiled, 
and w eiit 

But, evei aftei, the small violence done 
Rankled in him and luflled all his he? it, 
As the sharp wind that iiifiics all day long 
A little bittei pool about a stone 
On the bare coast 

But when Sn Lincclot told 
This mattei to the Queen, it fust she 
liUj^h’d 

I ightly, to think of Modied’s dusty fall, 
Ihui shuddei’d, as the village wife who 
cues 

I sliuddei, some one steps across my 
1 gia\e,’ 
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Then laugh’d again, but famther, foi in- 
deed 

She half foiesaw that he, the subtle beast, 
Would tiack her guilt until he found, and 
hers 

Would be for eveimoie a name of scorn 
Hencefoi ward rarely could she front m 
hall, 

Oi elsewheie, Modred’s narrow foxy face, 
lleait hiding smile, and gray persistent 
eye 

Henceforward too, the Powers that tend 
the soul, 

To help it fiom the death that cannot die, 
And save it even in extremes, began 
To vex and plague her Many a time foi 
horns, 

Beside the placid breathings of the King, 
In the dead night, grim faces came and 
went 

Before her, or a vague spiiitual feai — 
Like to some doubtful noise of cieakiiig 
doors, 

Heard by the watcher in a haunted house. 
That keeps the rust of niuidei on the 
walls — 

Held hei awake or if she slept, she 
dream’d 

An awful dieam , foi then she seem’d to 
stand 

On some aast plain before a setting sun, 
And from the sun thcie swiftly made at hci 
A ghastly something, and its shadow flew 
Before it, till it touch’d her, and she 
turn’d — 

When lo ’ her own, that broadening from 
hei feet, 

And blackening, swallow’d all the land, 
and in it 

Far cities burnt, and with a cry she woke 
And all this tiouble did not pass but giew , 
lill ev’n the clear face of the guileless 
King, 

And trustful courtesies of household life, 
Became hei bane , and at the last she 
said, 

^ O Lancelot, get thee hence to thine own 
land, 

For if thou tairy we shall meet again, 
And if we meet again, some evil chance 


Will make the smouldering scandal break 
and blaze 

Before the people, and our lord the King ’ 
And Lancelot ever promised, but le 
main’d, 

And still they met and met Again she 
said, 

‘ O Lancelot, if thou love me get thee 
hence ’ 

And then they weie agieed upon a night 
(When the good King should not be there) 
to meet 

And pait for ei-ei Passion pale they met 
And greeted hands in hands, and eye 
to eve, 

Low on the bordei of her couch they sat 
Stammering and staring it was then 
last hour, 

A madness of farewells And Modred 
brought 

Ills creatuies to the basement of the towei 
For testimony, and ciying with full voice 
^ fiaitor, come out, ye are tiapt at last,* 
aioused 

Lancelot, who lushing outwaid lionlike 
Leapt on him, and huil’d him headlong, 
and he fell 

Stunn’d, and liis cieatuies took and baie 
him oft, 

And all was still then she, ‘ The end is 
come, 

And I am shamed for cvci , ’ and he said, 

‘ Mine be the shame , mine was the sm 
but use, 

And fly to my stiong castle oveiseas 
There will I hide thee, till my life shall 
end, 

Theie hold thee with my life against the 
world ’ 

She answer’d, ‘ Lancelot, wilt thou hold 
me so ? 

Nay, friend, for we have taken our fare- 
wells 

' Would God that thou couldst hide me 
fi cm myself ’ 

Mine is the shame, for I was wife, and thou 
Unwedded yet use now, and let us fly, 
hor I wall dixw me into sanctuaiy, 

And bide my doom ’ So Lancelot got 
her hoise, 
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Set her thereon, and mounted on his own, 
And then they lode to the divided wa^, 
There kiss’d, and parted weeping for 
he past, 

Love loyal to the least wish of the Queen, 
Lack to his land , but she to Almesbuiy 
Fled all night long by glimmering waste 
and weald, 

And heard the Spiiits of the waste and 
weald 

Moan as she fled, or thought she heaid 
them moan 

And in heiself she moan’d ‘ Too late, too 
late ' ’ 

Till m the cold wnnd that foreiuns the 
mom, 

A blot in heaven, the Ra\en, flying high. 
Cloak’d, and she thought, ‘ He spies a 
field of death , 

Foi now the ITeathen of the Northern Sea, 
Luied by the crimes and fiailties of the 
couit, 

Begin to slay the folk, and spoil the land ’ 

And when she came to Alinesbury she 
spake 

There to the nuns, and said, ‘ Mine 
enemies 

Puisue me, but, O peaceful Sisteihood, 
Receive, and yield me smctuaiy, nor ask 
Her name to whom ye yield it, till her 
time 

Id tell )ou ’ and her beaut}, giace and 
powei. 

Wrought as a chaim upon them, and 
they spared 
To ask it 

So the stately Queen abode 
Foi many a week, unknown, among the 
nuns , 

Nor wnth them mix’d, noi told her name, 
nor sought, 

Wiapt in hei gnef, for housel or foi 
shiift, 

But communed only with the little maid, 
Who pleased liei with a babbling heed 
lessness 

Which often luied hci from herself, but 
now, 


This night, a lumour wildly blown about 
Came, that Sir Modied had usurp’d the 
realm. 

And leagued him with the heathen, while 
the King 

Was waging war on Lancelot then she 
thought, 

‘ With what a hate the people and the 
King 

Must hate me,’ and bow’d down upon 
hei hands 

Silent, until the little maid, who biook’d 
No silence, brake it, uttering ‘ Late ' so 
late ' 

What horn, I wonder, now?’ and when 
she drew 

No answer, by and by began to hum 
An air the nuns had taught her , ‘ Late, 
so late ’ ’ 

TOiich when she heard, the Queen look’d 
up, and said, 

‘ O maiden, if indeed ye list to sing, 

Sing, and unbind my heait that I may 
weep ’ 

Wheieat full willingly sang the little 
maid 

‘ Late, late, so late ’ and daik the 
night and chill ’ 

I ate, late, so late ’ but we can enter still 
Too late, too late ’ ye cannot entei now 

‘No light had we for that we do 
repent , 

And learning this, the hiidegroom will 
relent 

Too late, too late ’ ye cannot enter now 

‘ No light so late ’ and daik and chill 
the night ' 

0 let us in, that we may find the light ’ 
Too late, too late ye cannot enter now 

‘ Have we not heard the bridegiooni is 
so sweet ^ 

I O let us in, tho’ late, to kiss his feet ' 
No, no, too late ’ ye cannot enter now ’ 

So sang the novice, while full passion- 
ately, 

Hei head upon hei hands, remembering 
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Her thought when hist she came, wept 
the sad Queen 

Then said the little novice prattling to hei, 

‘ 0 pray you, noble lady, weep no 
moie , 

Tut let my woids, the woids of one so 
small, 

Who knowing nothing knows but to obe} , 
And if I do not theie is penance given — 
Comfoit your souows , foi they do not 
flow 

From evil done , light sure am I of that, 
Who see yoiii tendei giace and stateliness 
But weigh youi soirows with oui loid the 
King’s, 

And weighing find them less , foi gone is 
he 

To wage giim wai against Sir Lancelot 
theie, 

Round that stiong castle where he holds 
the Queen , 

And Modred w^hom he left in charge of 
all, 

The traitor — Ah sweet lady, the King’s 
giief 

For his own self, and his own Queen, and 
realm, 

Must needs he thrice as gicat as an} 
oms 

For me, I thank the saints, I am not 
great 

For if there evet come a giief to me 
I cry my cry 111 silence, and have done 
None knows it, and my teais ha\e biought 
me good 

But even weie the giiefs of little ones 
As great as those of great ones, yet this 
giief 

Is added to the giiefs the gieat must 
bear, 

That howsoevci much they may desire 
Silence, they cannot w eep behind a 
cloud 

As even heie they talk at Almesbury 
About the good King and his wicl ed 
Queen, 

And were I sueh a King w ith such a Queen, 
Well might I wash to veil hei wickedness, 
But weie I such a King, it could not be ’ 


Then to hei ow n sad heart mutter’d the 
Queen, 

‘ Will the child kill me with hei innocent 
talk^’ 

But openly she answer’d, ‘Must not I, 

If this false tiaitoi ha’v e displaced his loid, 
Giieve with the common giief of all the 
lealm 

‘Yea," said the maid, ‘this is all 
woman’s guef, 

That silt is woman, whose disloyal life 
Hath wi ought confusion in the Table 
Round 

Which good King Aithur founded, }e'us 
ago, 

With signs and mnacles and wondeis, 
there 

At Camelot, eie the coming of the Queen ’ 

Then thought the Queen within heiscif 
again, 

‘Will the child kill me wnth her foolish 
pi ate ? 

But openly she spake and said to her, 

‘O little maid, shut m bynunneiy walls, 
What canst thou know of Kings and 
Tables Round, 

Or what of signs and wonders, but the 
signs 

And simple miiicles of thy nuiincr} 

To whom the litde no\ice gaiiulously, 
‘Yea, but I know^ the land was full of 
signs 

Andw’'ondeis cic the coming of the Queen 
So said my fathei, and him&( T was knight 
Of the gieat Table — at the founding of it 
And lode Iheicto from Lyonnesse, and 
he Slid 

That as he lodc, an hour 01 maybe twiin 
After the sunset, down the coast, he heaid 
Stiange music, and he paused, and tuin 
mg — theie, 

All down the lonely coa'=;t orL}onnessc, 
Each with a beacon stai upon his head, 
And wnth a wild sea-light about his feet, 
Fie saw them — headland after head^'^iid 
flame 

Fai on into the rich heait of the west 
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And m tlie liijlit tlie white iiiermaiclen 
s\\ani, 

And stiong man -breasted things stood 
from the sea. 

And sent a deep sea \oice thio’ all the 
land, 

To which the little el\ e& of chasm and cleft 
Made answei , sounding like a distant hoin 
So said my fathei — yea, and furthermoie, 
NcAt morning, while he past the dim ht 
\^ oodb, 

Himself beheld thiee spiiits mad wit'i 

joy 

Come dashing do^^n on a tall v nyside 
flonei, 

That shook beneath them, as the thistle 
shakes 

When three gray linnets w rangle foi the 
seed 

And still at evenings on bcfoie his hoise 
The flickenng faiiy ciicle wheel’d and 
bioke 

Flying, and link’d again, and heel’d and 
bioke 

Filing, for all the knd was full of liA 
And w hen it 1 1 st he emit to Cimclot, 

A wieath of aii) danceis hand in-hand 
Swung lound the lighted iantcin of the 
hill , 

And in the hall itself was suth a feast 
As novel man had dieam’d , foi eveiy 
^ knight 

Had whatsocici meat he long’d for seived 
hands unseen , and even is he said 
Down m the cellars ineiiy bloated things 
Shoul del’d the spigot, sti addling on the 
butts 

A\ hile the wine lan so glad weie spiiits 
and men 

Before the coming of the sinful Queen ’ 

Then spake the Queen and soraew^hat 
bitteilv, 

‘Weie they so glad^ ill prophets wcie 
they all, 

Spirits anci men could none of them 
foiesee, 

Not e\en th}< wise father with his signs 
And wondeis, what liis fill’n upon the 
i£alm ? ’ 


To whom the novice gariulously again, 
‘ Yea, one, a bard , of whom my fathei 
said, 

Full many a noble wmr song had he sung, 
Ev’n in tne presence of an enemy’s fleet, 
Between the steep clift and the coming 
wa\ e , 

And many a mjstic Ia> of life and death 
Had chanted on the smoky mountain 
tops, 

When lound him bent the spiiits of the 
mils 

With all then dew^'j haii blown back like 
flame 

So said my fathei — and that night the bai d 
Sang Aithm’s glorious wais, and sang 
the King 

As wellnigh moie than man, and rail d at 
those 

AMio call’d him the false son of Goilois 
For there w as no man knew fiom whence 
he came , 

But aftei tempest, when the long w^a\e 
b' oke 

All dowm the lliundeinig shores of Bude 
and Los, 

Theiie came a day ?s still as hea\en, and 
then 

They found a naked child upon the sands 
Of claik Tmlagil by tne Cornish sea , 
And that v as Arlhui , and they foster’d 
lima 

Till he b)- mnacle was appro\en King 
And that his giave should be a m}stei}' 
From all men, like his biith, and could 
he find 

A woman in hei womanhood as great 
As he w as in his manhood, then, he sang, 
1 he twain together w^ell might change the 
woild 

But even in the middle of ins song 
He falter’d, and his hand fell fiom the 
haip, 

And pale he turn’d, and reel’d, and v ould 
have fall’n, 

But that they stay’d him up , noi v ould 
he tell 

His vision , but what doubt that he fore- 
saw 

This evil woik of Lancelot and the Queen ? ’ 
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He spated to lift his nind against the King 
Who made him knight but many a 
knight was slam , 

And many moiCj and all his kith and kin 
Clave to him, and abode in his own land 
And many moie when Modred laiscd 
levolt, 

Foigetful of then tiolh aid fealt}, cla-ve 
To Modied, and a remnant stays with nu- 
And of this leninant will I leave a pait 
Tiue men who love me still, foi whom I 
live, 

To guaid thee in the wild horn coming on, 
Lest but a h xir of this low he id be hai ni’d 
Fear not thou shalt be guarded till my 
death 

Hovvbeit I know, if ancient piophecies 
Have eir’d not, tint I m iich to meet m v 
doom 

Thou hast not made my life so sw eet to 
me, 

Tint I the King should gieatly ca e to 
live , 

For thou hast spoilt the purpose of my 1 fo 
Bear with me foi the last tune while I 
show, 

Ev’n foi th) sake, the sm which thou lia^t 
sinn’d 

Foi when the Roman left u-), and their law 
Relax’d its hold upon us, ind the wins 
Were fill’d \vith lapine, heie and theie x 
deed 

Of pi owes -7 done lediess’d a ixndom 
wiong 

But I was fust of all the kings xnIio dicw 
The knighthood eiiant of this icilm and 
all 

The lexlms togcthci under me, their 
Head, 

In thit fail Oidci of my Table Round, 

A gloiious company, the flower of men, 
lo serxe as model for the mighty vmild, 
And be the fan beginning of a time 
I made them lay then hands m mine and 
sw eai 

To lexeience the King, as if he wcie 
1 hen conscience, and then conscience is 
then King, 

To break the heathen and uphold the 
Chiist, 


To iide abioad lediessmg human wrongs, 
To spexk no slandei, no, nor listen to it, 
To honour his own woid as if his God’s, 
To lead sweet lives in purest chastity, 
lo lo\e one maiden onl}, cleave to her, 
And w 01 ship her b} ^eais of noble deeds, 
Until they won her , foi indeed I knew 
Of no more subtle mastei undei heaven 
Than is the maiden passion for a maid, 
Not only to keep clown the base in man, 
But tcaeh high thought, and amiable 
woids 

And courtliness, and the desiie of fame, 
And ioxe of tiuth, and all that mxkes a 
man 

And all this thio\e befoic I wedded thee, 
Bdiexmg, “lo mine helpmate, one to feel 
My puipose and lejoicmg in my joy ” 
Then came iliy shameful sin with Lance 
lot , 

Then cai le the sm of Ti istiam and Isolt , 
Iheix othciS, following these ni) mightiest 
knights, 

And diawmg foul ensample from fan 
namco, 

Sinn’d also, till the loathsome opposite 
Of all my hcait had destined did obtain, 
And all thro’ thee ' so that this life of mine 
1 guild as Gods high gift fiom scathe 
and w 1 ong, 

Not gieall) cxie to lose , hut lather think 
ilow sxditweie foi Aillmi, should he In e, 
do sit once moie within his lonely hall, 
And ims-, the wonted numbei of nx) 
knights, 

And miss to hcxi high talk of noble deed^ 
A^ m the golden clxjs beiorc thy sin 
Foi which of us, \vho might be left, could 
speak 

Of the puie heait, noi seem to glance at 
thee ^ 

And in tb) bow^eis of Camelot or of Usk 
Ihy shadow still would glide fiom room 
to loom, 

And T should eveimore hex ext with thee 
In hanging robe or \aexut oinunent, 

Oi ghostly footfxll echoing on the stan 
Foi think not thu’ tlioii wouldst not love 
thy loidj 

Thy loid has wdxolly lost his love for thee 
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I am not made of so slight elements 
Yet must I leave thee, woman, to thy 
shame 

I hold that man the 'v\oist of public foes 
Who either foi his own oi children’s sahe. 
To save his blood fiom scandal, lets the 
wffe 

W horn he knows false, abide and lule the 
house 

For being thro’ his cowardice allow’d 
Her station, taken everywhere for pure. 
She like a new disease, unknown to men, 
Creeps, no precaution used, among the 
ciowcl, 

Makes wicked lightnings of hei eyes, and 
saps 

The fealty of our fuends, and stirs the 
pulse 

With devil’s leaps, and poisons half the 
young 

Woist of the worst weie that man he that 
reigns ' 

Better the King’s w aste hearth and aching 
lieait 

Than thou leseated m thy place of light, 
Ihe mockeiy of ni} people, and then 
bane ’ 

FTc paused, and m the pause she crept 
an inch 

Nearer, and laid hei hands about his feet 
hgti off a solitary tiumpet blew 
Then waiting by the doois the waihorse 
neigh’d 

As at a fiiend s voice, and he spake again 

‘ Yet think not that I come to uige thy 
Climes, 

I did not come to cuise thee, Guinea eie, 
I, whose vast pity almost makes me die 
To see thee, laying there thy golden head, 
My pride in happiei summeis, at my feet 
The wrath which forced my thoughts on 
that fieice law, 

The doom of treason and the flaming 
death, 

(When fiist I leaint thee hidden Iieie) is 
past 

The pang — wdncli while I weigh’d tny 
Jieait with one 


Too wholly tiue to dieam untruth m thee, 
Made my teais hum — is also past — in 
pait 

And all is past, the sin is sinn’d, and I, 

Lo * I foigive thee, as Eternal God 
Forgives do thou foi thine own soul the 
lest 

But how 10 take last leave of all I loved > 

0 golden hair, with which I used to play 
Not knowing ’ O imperial moulded form, 
And beauty such as nevei woman wore, 
Until it came a kingdom’s cuise with 

thee — 

1 cannot touch thy lips, they aie not mine, 
But Lancelot’s nay, they nevei w ere the 

King’s 

I cannot take thy hand , that too is flesh, 
And in the flesh thou hast smn’d , and 
mine own flesh, 

Heie looking down on thine polluted, cues 
“ I loathe thee ” yet not less, O Guine- 
\eie. 

For I was e\ei airgin save for thee, 

My lo\ e thro’ flesh hath wrought into my 
life 

So fai, that niy doom is, I loae thee still 
Let no man dieam but that I love thee still 
Pei chance, and so thou punfy thy soul. 
And so thou lean on our fair father Christ, 
Ileieaftei in that w oild wheie all are pure 
We two may meet befoie high God, and 
thou 

Wilt spiing to me, and claim me thine, 
and know 

I am thine husband— not a smaller soul, 
Nor Lancelot, noi anotbei Leave me 
that, 

I charge thee, my last hope Now must 
I hence 

Thro’ the thick night I heai the tmmpet 
blow 

They summon me their King to lead mine 
hosts 

Fai down to that gieat battle m the west, 
W heie I must stake against the man they 
call 

My sistei’s son — no km of mine, who 
leagues 

With Lords of the White Horse, heathen, 
I and 1 nights, 
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Tiaitors — and strike him dead, and meet 
myself 

Death, or I know not what mysterious 
doom 

And thou remaining heie wilt leain the 
event , 

But hithei shall I ne\ei come again, 

Ne\ er lie thy side , see thee no more — 
Faiewell ' ’ 

And while she giovell’d at his feet, 
She felt the King’s bieath wander o’er ha 
neck, 

And in the daikness o’er hei fallen head, 
Perceived the waving of his hands that 
blest 

Then, listening till those armed steps 
were gone, 

Rose the pale Queen, and in her anguish 
found 

The casement ‘peiadventme,’ so she 
thought, 

* If I might see his face, and not be seen ’ 
And lo, he sat on horseback at the door ’ 
And neai him the sid nuns with each a 
light 

Stood, and he gave them charge about the 
Queen, 

To guard and foster hci foi eveimoie 
And while he spike to these his helm was 
lowei’d, 

To which for crest the golden diagon 
clung 

Of Biitain , so she did not see the face, 
Which then was as an angel’s, but she 
saw, 

Wet with the mists and smitten by the 
lights, 

The Dragon of the gieat Pendiagonship 
Blaze, making all the night a steam of 
fire 

And even then he turn’d , and more and 
more 

The moony vapour rolling round the King, 
Who seem’d the phantom of a Giant in it, 
Enwound him fold by fold, and made him 
giay 

And giayei, till himself became as mist 
Before her, moving ghostlike to his doom 


Then she stretch’d out her arms and 
cried aloud 

‘ Oil Arthui ' ’ there her voice brake 
suddenly. 

Then — as a stream that spouting fiom a 
cliff 

Fails in mid air, but gathering at the base 
Rc makes itself, and flishes down the 
vale — 

Went on in passionate iitteiance 

‘Gone — ni} loid ^ 
Gone thro’ my sin to slay and lo be slam ’ 
And he forga\ e me, and I could not speal 
FaiewelP I should have ansvti’d his 
faiewell 

His meicy choked me Gone, my lord 
the King, 

My own true lord ? how dare I call him 
mine? 

The shadow of another cleaves to me, 
And makes me one pollution he, the 
King, 

Call’d me polluted shall I kill myself^ 
hat help m that ? I cannot kill ni) sin, 
If soul be soul , nor can I kill my shame , 
No, noi by h\ing cm I live it down 
The days will grow to weeks, the weeks 
to months. 

The months will add themselves and make 
the years, 

The ycais will loll into the centuries, • 
And mine w ill c\ ci be a name of scorn 
I must not dwell on that defeat of fame 
Let the world lie , that is but of the world 
What else ^ whit hope > I think theie w as 
a hope, 

Except he mock’d me when he spake of 
hope , 

His hope he call’d it , but he nevei moeks, 
Foi mockeiy is the fume of little lieaits 
And blessed be the King, who hath foi 
given 

My wickedness to him, and left me hope 
That m mine own heait I can live down 
sm 

And be his mate hcieaftci m the heavens 
Before high God Ah great and gentle 
lord, 

Who wast, as is the conscience ota saint 
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Among his waning senses, 10 thy 
knights — 

To\vhom my false voluptuous pride, that 
took 

Full easily nil impressions from below, 
Would not look up, or half despised the 
height 

To which I would not or I could not 
climb — 

I thought I could not bieathe in that fine 
ail 

That puie severity of perfect light — 

I anted warmth and colour which I 
found 

111 I ancelot — now I see thee wdiat tl on 
ait, 

Thou ait the highest and most human 
too, 

Not Lancelot, nor another Is theie 
none 

Will tell the King I love him tho’ so late ^ 
Now — ere he goes to the great Battle^ 
none 

Myself must tell him m that piuei life. 
But now It weie too daimg Ah my 
God, 

What might I not ha\e made of th} fair 
woild, 

Had I but loved thy highest creatuic 
here ^ 

It wms my duty to have lo\ed the highest 
It^juidy was my profit had I known 
It would have been my pleasuie had I 
seen 

We needs must love the highest when we 
see it, 

Not Lancelot, noi another ’ 

Here hei hand 
Giasp’d, made hci vail her eyes she 
look’d and saw 

The novice, w^eepmg, suppliant, and said 
to hei, 

‘ Yea little maid, foi am /not foi given 
Then glancing up beheld the holy nuns 
All lound hei, w'ceping, and ha heart 
was loosed 

Within her, and she wept with these and 
said, 


W^e know" me then, that wicked one, 
who bioke 

The vast design and pin pose of the King 

0 shut me lOund with nai lowing nunnei*} 

walls. 

Meek maidens, from the voices crying 
‘‘shame ” 

1 must not scoin ni} self he loa es me still 
Let no one dream but that he loves me 

still 

So let me, if you do not shudder at me, 
Noi shun to call me sister, dwell with 
you , 

Weal black and white, and be a nun like 
you, 

Fast vnlh youi fasts, not feasting with 
y our feasts , 

Giieve vMth )oui giiefs, not giieving at 
your jo}s. 

But not rejoicing , mingle with your rites , 
Pray and be piay’d foi , he before yen 1 
shrines , 

Do each loo office of youi holy house , 
\Valk)oui dim cloislei,and distiibutedole 
To pool sick people, richer in His ejes 
\Mio ransom’d us, and hder too than I , 
And treat then loathsome hints and heal 
mine own , 

And so w^eai out m almsdeed and in prater 
I he sombre close of that voluptuous day, 
Which wa ought the nun of my lord the 
King ’ 

She said they took hei to themselves , 
and she 

Still hoping, fearing ‘is it yet too late'?’ 
Dveltwith them, till in time their Abbess 
died 

Then she, foi hei good deeds and her 
pure Ilfs, 

And forthepowei of ministration in her, 
And likewise foi the high lank she had 
borne, 

Was chosen Abbess, thcie, an Abbess, 
lived 

Foi thiee biief yeais, and theie, an 
Abbess, past 

To vvheie beyond these vmices theie is 
peace 


End oj ‘ The Rowid 7 ablt 
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THE PASSING 

* 

That sioiy which the bold Sii Bedneie, 
First made and latest left of all the 
knights. 

Told, when the man was no more than a 
\oice 

In the white winter of his age, to those 
With whom he dwelt, new free'., othci 
minds 

For on their maich to westwaid, 
Bediveie, 

Who slowly paced among the slumbeunc 
host, 

Heard in his tent the meanings of the 
King 

‘ I found Him 111 the shining of ihestais, 

I mark’d Him in the floweiing of His 
fields, 

But in His wajs with men I find Him not 
I waged His wais, and now I pass and die 
0 me ’ for why is all aiound us heie 
As if some lessei god had made the w orld. 
But had not force to shape it as he w oiild, 
ill! the Pligh God behold it fiom beyond, 
And entei it, and make it beautiful ^ 

Or else as if the woild weie wholly fan, 
But that these ejes of men aie dense and 
dim, 

And ha\ c not powci to see it as it is 
Peiclnncc, because we see not to the 
close , — 

For I, being simple, thought to woik FIis 
will, 

And lia\e but stiickcn with the swoid m 
vain , 

And all wheieon I lean’d in wife and fiiend 
Is traitoi to my peace, and all my lealm 
Reels back into the beast, and is no moie 
My God, thou hast foi gotten me m my 
death 

Nay — God iny Chi 1st — I pass but shall 
not die ’ 

1 hen, ere that last weird battle m the 
west, 

There came on AUhiu sleeping, Gawain 
kill’d 


OF ARTHUR 

In Lancelot’s vai, the ghost of Gawain 
bloi^n 

Along a vandeiing wind, and past his cai 
Went shrilliig, Hdollow, Mlow all 
delight ’ 

Flail, King ' to moiiow thou slialt pas'^’ 
aw a} 

Faiewell ’ theie is an isle of lest foi thee 
And I am blown along a wmideim<:; 
wand, 

And hollow, hollow, hollow all delight ’ 
And famtei onwaid, like wild birds that 
change 

Then season m the night and wmil then 
way 

From cloud to cloud, down the long wind 
the dieam 

Shrill’d , but in gomg mingled with dim 
cues 

F n m the moonlit haze among the hills, 
As of some lonely city sack’d by night, 
When all is lost, and wife and child with 
wail 

Pass to new^ loids , and Aithiii woke and 
call’d, 

‘WHio spake ^ A dicam O light upon 
the wind, 

Ihiiu, Cnwain, was the\oicc — aie these 
diin cues 

Thine ? 01 doth all tint haunts the waste 
and wild 

Mouin, knowing it ill go along w ithme?’ 

This heard the bold Sn Bedivere and 
spake 

‘ O me, m} King, let pass whatever will, 
Elves, and the haimlcss glamoui of the 
field , 

But in then stead thy name and glory cling 
To all high places like a golden cloud 
Foi ever but as yet thou shait not pass 
Light was Gawam m life, and light in 
death 

Is Gawain, foi the ghost is as the man , 
And caie not thou foi dicams fiom him, 
but use — 

I heai the stops of klodied in the west, 
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And with him many of thy people, and 
knights 

Once thine, whom thou hast lo\ed 5 but 
glosser grown 

Than heathen, spitting at their vows and 
thee 

Right weli in heart they know thee foi 
the King 

Arise, g6 foith and conquer as of old ’ 

Then spake King Aithur to Sii Bedi- 
vere 

* Fai other is this battle in the west 
Whereto we move, than when we strove 
in youth, 

And biake the petty kings, and fought 
with Rome, 

Oi thrust the heathen fiom the Roman 
wall, 

And shook him thro’ the noith 111 doom 
is mine 

T o war against my people and my knights 
The king who fights his people fights 
himself 

And they my knights, who lo\ ed me once, 
the stroke 

1 hat strikes them dead is as my death to 
me 

Yet let us hence, and find or feel a way 
Thio’ this blind haze, which ever since I 
saw 

One lying m the dust at Almesbuiy, 

Hath folded in the passes of the world ’ 

Then rose the King and moved his host 
by night, 

And ever push’d Sir Mocked, league by 
league, 

Back to the sunset bound of Lyonnesse — 
A land of old upheaven fiom the abyss 
By fire, to sink into the abyss again , 
Wheie fragments of foi gotten peoples 
dwelt, 

And the long mountains ended in a coast 
Of evei shifting sand, and far away 
The phantom circle of a moaning sea 
Theie the puisuei could puisue no moie, 
And he that fled no fuithei fly the King, 
And theie, that day when the gieit light 
of heaven 
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Burn’d at his lowest in the 1 oiling year, 
On the waste sand by the waste sea they 
closed 

Nor ever yet had Arthni fought a fight 
Like this last, dim, weird battle of the 
west 

A deathwhite mist slept ovei sand and 
sea 

Whereof the chill, to him who breathed 
it, diew 

Down with his blood, till all his heait was 
cold 

With formless fear , and ev’n on Arthu' 
fell 

Confusion, since he saw not whom he 
fought 

Foi friend and foe were shadows in the 
mist. 

And friend slew fiiend not knowing whom 
he slew , 

And some had visions out of golden 
youth, 

And some beheld the faces of old ghosts 
1 ook m upon the battle , and in the mist 
AVas many a noble deed, many a base, 
And chance and craft and strength in 
single fights, 

And evei and anon with host to host 
Shocks, and the splintering spear, the 
hard mail hewn, 

Shield breakings, and the clash ofbiands, 
the crash 

Of battleaxes on shatter’d helms, and 
shrieks 

Aftei the Chi 1 st, of those who falling down 
Look’d up foi heaven, and only saw the 
mist , 

And shouts of heathen and the naitoi 
knights, 

Oaths, insult, filth, and monstrous blas- 
phemies. 

Sweat, wnthings, anguish, labouimg of 
the lungs 

In that close mist, and ciyings foi the 
light, 

Moans of the dying, and voices of the dead 

Last, as by some one deathbed after 
wail 

; Of suffering, silence follows, or thio’ death 
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Oi deathlike swoon, thus ovci nil thnt 
shoie, 

Save for some whispei of the seething seas, 
A dead hush feii , but when the doloioub 
day 

Grew dreaner towaid tvihght falling, 
came 

A bitter vind, cleai fiom the North, and 
blew 

The mist aside, and with that wind the t.de 
Rose, and the pale King glanced acioss 
the field 

Of battle but no man was moving thei e , 
Nor any ciy of Chiistian hcaid theieon, 
Nor yet of heithen , only the wan ^ave 
Brake in among dead faces, to ami fio 
Swaying the helpless h mds, and up and 
dov n 

Tumbling the hollow helmets of the 
fallen, 

And shivei’d biands that once had fought 
with Pome, 

And rolling fai along the gloom\ shon - 
The \ oicc of clays of old and days to be 

Then spake King kithui to Sn Tledi 
veic, 

And winter than the mist that all da^ lon^ 
Had held the field of battle was the King 

‘ Heaiest thou this gieat aoice that 
shakes the noild, 

And wastes the nairow icalm vheieon \»c 
move, 

And beats upon the faces of the dead, 
kl) dead, as tho’ the}' had not died foi 
me — 

O Bediaeie, foi on my_heait hath falPn 
Confusion, till I 1 now not what I am, 
Nor whence I am, noi whether I be icing 
Behold, I seem but King among the dead ’ 

Then spake the bold Sir Bediverc. 

^ My King, 

King eveiywheie ' and so the dead ha\e 
kings, 

There also will T woiship thee as King 
Yet still thy life is whole, and still I li\e 
Who love thee, but who hates thee, he 
that bi ought 


The heathen hack among us, }ondei 
stands, 

Modred, imhaimkl, the tiaitoi of thine 
house ’ 

Then spake the King ‘ house hath 
been 111} doom ^ 

But call not thou this tmitoi of my house 
kVho hath but dw elt beneath one roof w itli 
me 

My house aie rather they who swme my 
vo\,s, 

Yea, even while they brake them, own’d 
me King 

And w ell for thee, saying in ray daik hoiii, 
k' hen aU the purpoit of my throne hath 
faiPcl, 

lhat quick ui dead thou boldest me foi 
King 

King ana I, whatsoevei be then ciy , 
knd one last aet of kmghood slialt thou 
see 

Yet, eie I pa s ’ And utleimg this the 
King 

Alacle at the man then klodied s note 
his hege 

Ilaicl on that helm winch man} a heathen 

SW U1 V.I 

Had beaten thin , while Aithui at one 
blow, 

SLiikin<»- the hA stioke with I \cahbin. 
Slew him, ind all but si am himself, he fell 

So all da} long the noise of b utle toll d 
Among the mountains by the wintei sea, 
Until King Artiiiu’s P thie, man by man, 
Had fall’n m I}onnesse about then lord, 
King A i thill iheii becaiue Ins wound 

was cKep, 

The bold ' > i Bechvere uplifted him, 

And boic him to i chapel nigh the field, 
A biokcn chancel v/itli a biol en cioss, 
That stood on a dark stiait of bai ren land 
On one side lav the Ocean, ind on one 
Lay a gie .t v itei, aral the moon w ss full 

Then spake King Aitliiu to Su Btdi- 
veie 

‘The sequel of to clay unsolcleis all 
The goocihest lellovvshipof famous knights 



THE PASSING OF ARTHUR 


153 


Wheieof tins world holds record Such 
a sleep 

They sleep — the men I loved I think 
that we 

Shall never more, at any futine time, 
Delight oui souls with talk of knightly 
cfQeds, 

Walking about the gardens and the halls 
Of Camelot, as in the days that weie 
I perish by this people which I made, — 
Tho’ Merlin sware that I should come 
again 

To mle once moie , but, let what will be, 
be, 

I am so deeply smitten tin o’ the helm 
That without help I cannot last till mom 
Thou therefore take my bianci Excalibiu, 
Which was my piide for thou remem- 
bciest how 

In those old days, one summer noon, an 
aim 

Rose up from out the bosom of the lake, 
Clothed in white samite, mystic, won- 
derful, 

Holding the svoid — and how I low’d 
across 

And took It, and ha\ e woin it, like a king , I 
And, wheiesoe\ei I am sung 01 told 
In aftei'-ime, this also shall be known 
Rut now delay not tal e Fxcalibui, 

And fling him far into the middle mere 
Watch what thou seest, and lightly bung 
me word ’ 

To him icplicd the bold Sii Bcdl^ele 
‘It is not meet, Sir King, to lea\e thee 
thus, 

Aidless, alone, and smitten thio’ the 
helm — 

A little thing may harm a w ounded man , 
Yet I thy hest will all peifoim at full, 
Watch what I see, and lightly bung thee 
word ’ 

So saying, from the uim’d shiine he 
slept, 

And in the moon atlnvart the place of 
tombs, 

Where lay the mighty bones of muent 
men, 


Old knights, and ovei them the sea wind 
sang 

Shull, chill, With flakes of foam He, 
stepping dov n 

By zigzag paths, and juts of pointed lock, 
Came on the shining levels of the lake 

Theie drew^ he forth the brand Excali- 
bur, 

And o’ei him, drawing it, the winter 
moon, 

Brightening the skirts of a long cloud, 
lan foith 

And spaikled keen wnth host against the 
hilt 

For a'l the haft twinkled wath diamond 
sparks, 

Myriads of topaz lights, and jacinth work 
Of subtlest jewellery He gazed so long 
That both his eyes were dazzled as he 
stood. 

Tins way and that dividing the sw ift mind, 
In act to thiow but at the last it seem’d 
Bettei to leave Excalibui conceal’d 
There in the many knotted watei flags, 
Tint whistled stiff and diy about the 
marge 

So stiode he back slow to the woundetl 
King 

Then spake King Aithur to Sir Bedi- 
\cie 

‘Hast thou pcifoim’d my mission which 
I gavc^ 

What IS it thou hast seen ^ or what hast 
heard 

And answci made the bold Sii Bed' 

V cie 

‘ I heaid the ripple washing in the leecls, 
And the ild atei lapping on the crag ’ 

To whom replied King Aitbui, faint 
and pale 

‘Thou hast betray’d thy nature and thy 
name, 

Not lendeiing tine answei, as beseem d 
Tliy fealty, noi like a noble knight 
hoi surer sign had follow’d, either hand, 
Oi voice, 01 else \ motion of the mere 
1 his IS a shameful thing foi men to he 
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Yet now, I chaige thee, quickly go again, 
As thou art hef and deai , and do the thing 
I bade thee, watch, and lightly bung me 
word ’ 

Then went Sir Bedivere the second time 
Across the iidge, and paced beside the 
meie, 

Counting the dewy pebbles, fix’d m 
thought , 

But wdien he saw the wondei of the hilt, 
How cuiiously and sti mgely chased, he 
smote 

His palms together, and he cried aloud 

‘ And if indeed I cast the brand away, 
Surely a piecious thing, one worthy note, 
Should thus be lost foi ever from the 
earth, 

Which might have pleased the eyes of 
many men 

What good should follow this, if this weie 
done ^ 

What harm, undone^ Deep harm to 
disobey, 

Seeing obedience is the bond of lule 
Weie It well to obey then, if a king 
demand 

An act unpiofitable, against himself^ 

The King is sick, and knows not whit 
he does 

What recoul, or what lelic of my loid 
Should be to afteitimc, but empty bieith 
And iLimouis of a doubt ^ But wmie this 
kept, 

Stoied in some treasure house of mighty 
kmgb, 

Some one might show it at a joust of aims, 
Saying, “ King Arthiu’s swoid, Fxcah 
bui. 

Wrought by the lonely maiden of the 
Lake 

Nine years she wrought it, sitting m the 
deeps 

Upon the hidden bases of the hills ” 

So might some old man speak in the aftei 
time 

To all the people, winning leverence 
But now much honour and much fame 
weie lost ’ 


So spake he, clouded with his own 
conceit. 

And hid Excahbui the second time, 

And so stiode back slow to the wounded 
King 

Then spoke King Arthiii, bieathmg 
heavily 

‘ What is It thou hast seen ^ or w hat hast 
heard 

And answ^ei made the bold Sir Bedi 
vere 

‘ I heard the water lapping on the crag, 
And the long iipple washing m the reeds ’ 

To whom replied King Aithiii, much 
in wrath 

‘Ah, miserable and unkind, iintine, 
Unkmghtly, traitor hearted ’ Woe is me ’ 
-^uthoiity forgets a dying king, 

Laid wndow’d of the power in his eye 
That bow’d the wall I see thee what 
thou ait, 

Foi thou, the latest left of all my knights, 
In whom should meet the offices of all, 
Ihou wouldst betray me foi the precious 
hilt , 

Eilhti from lust of gold, oi like a giil 
^ rlmng the giddy plcasmt of the eyes 
\ ct, foi a m in may fail in duty twice, 
And the thud time may piospci, get thee 
hence 

But, if thou spaic to fling Excalibui, 

I will arise and slay thcc with my hands ’ 

Then quickly lose Sii Bccli\eie, and 
ran. 

And, lerpmg down the ridges lightly, 
plunged 

Among the bulrush beds, and clutch’d 
the swoid, 

And strongly wheel’d and threw it Ihe 
great biand 

Made lightnings in the splendoiii of the 
moon, 

And flashing lound and lound, and 
whirl’d in an arch, 

Shot like 1 streamer of the northern mom, 
Seen where the moving isles of wintex 
shock 
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By night, with noises of the Northern Sea 
So flash’d and fell the brand Excalibm 
But ere he dipt the surface, rose an ann 
Clothed m white samite, mystic, won- 
derful, 

And caught him hy the liilt, and blandish’d 
him 

Three times, and drew him under m the 
mere 

And lightly went the othei to the King 

Then spoke King Arthur, drawing 
thicker breath 

‘ N ow see I by thine eyes that this is done 
Speak out what is it thou hast heard, or 
seen 

And answer made the bold Sir Bedi 
veie 

‘ Sii King, I closed mine eyelids, lest the 
gems 

Should blind my purpose, foi I never 
saw. 

Nor shall see, heie 01 elsewheie, till I die, 
Not tho’ I live three lives of moital men, 
So great a miracle as yonder hilt 
Then with both hands I flung him, wheel- 
ing him , 

But when I look’d again, behold an aim. 
Clothed in white samite, mystic, won- 
deiful. 

That caught him by the hilt, and 
blandish’d him 

Ihrco times, and diew him under in the 
mere ’ 

And answer made King Aithui, breath- 
ing haid 

‘My end draws nigh, ’tis time that I 
w^ere gone 

Make bioad thy shoulders to receive my 
w eight. 

And bear me to the margin , yet I fear 
My wmund hath taken cold, and I shall 
die ’ 

bo saying, from the pavement he half 
rose, 

Slowly, with pam, reclining on his aim, 
And looking wistfully with wide blue eyes 
As in a picture Him bir Bedivcic 


Remorsefully regarded thio’ his tears, 
And would have spoken, but he found 
not words , 

Then took with care, and kneeling on 
one knee, 

O’er both his shoulders drew the languid 
hands, 

And rising boie him thro’ the place of 
tombs 

But, as he walk’d. King Arthui panted 
hard, 

Like one that feels a nightmare on his bed 
When all the house is mute So sigh’d 
the King, 

Muttering and murmuiing at his eai, 

‘ Quick, quick ' 

I feai it is too late, and I shall die ’ 

But the othei swiftly strode from ridge to 
iidge. 

Clothed with his breath, and looking, as 
he walk’d. 

Larger than human on the frozen hills 
He heaid the deep behind him, and a ciy 
Before Ills own thought drove him like 
a goad 

Dry clash’d his harness in the icy cav es 
And barien chasms, and all to left and 
right 

The bare black cliff chng’d loimd him, 
as he based 

BIis feet on juts of slippery ci ig that rang 
Shai*p- smitten with the dint of aimed 
heels — 

And on a sudden, lo ’ the level lake, 
And the long glories of the winter moon 

Then saw they how there hove a dusky 
baige, 

Dark as afuneial scarf from stem to stern, 
Beneath them , and descending they weie 
ware 

That all the decks were dense with stately 
forms. 

Black stoled, black hooded, like a dream 
— by these 

Three Queens with crowns of gold and 
from them rose 

A ciy that shiver’d to the tingling stars, 
And, as it weie one voice, an agony 
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Of lament ition, lil e a Wiiid tint shrills 
All night in a waste land, whcie no one 
comes, 

Oi hath come, since the niolung of the 
world 

Then minmui’d Aithm, Place me in 
the baige ’ 

So to the baige they came Theie those 
thiee Queeiih 

Put foith then hands, and took the King, 
and wept 

But she, that lose the tallest of llicm all 
And fanest, laid hiS head upon hci lap, 
And loosed the shattei’d casque, and 
chafed his hanas, 

And call a him by his name, complaining 
loud, 

And diopping bitter teais against a biow 
Stuped with daik blood for all his face 
was white 

And colourless, and like the withei’d 
moon 

Smote by the fiesh beam of the spiing- 
ing east , 

And all his greaves and cuisses dash’d with 
diops 

Of onset , and the light and lustious 
rtuls — 

That made his forehead like i using sun 
Pligh fiom the dais thione — weie paich’d 
with dust , 

Oi, clotted into pomts and hanging loose, 
Mix’d with the knightly giowlh tint 
fimged his lips 

So like a shatter ’d column lay the King , 
Not like that Aithui who, with lance m 
rest, 

From spin to plume a stai of tournament, 
Shot tin o’ the lists at Camelot, and 
charged 

Befoie the eyes of ladies and of kings 

Then loudly cried the bold Sii 
Bechveie 

‘ Ah ’ my Loid Arthur, whither shall I go^ 
Wheie shall I hide my forehead and my 
eyes 

For now I see the tiue old times aie 
dead, 


When c\..iy moining biought a noble 
chance, 

And e\eiy chance biought out a noble 
knight 

Such times have been not since the light 
that led 

The holy Eldeis with die gift c^myrih 
But non the whole Round Tible is dis 
soil ed 

\\ Inch IV as an image of the mighty \/oild, 
And 1 , the last, go forth compamonless, 
And the days daiken lound me, and the 
ycais, 

Among new men, ^tiange faces, other 
mind^ ’ 

^nd slowly answei’d Aithui fiom the 
baigc 

‘The old 01 del cliangcth, yielding place 
to ne V, 

And God fulfils himself in many wajs, 

I est one good custom should eoriupt the 
woild 

Comfoit thyself avhat comfort is in me ^ 
I have lived my life, -"nd that which I 
have done 

Ma} lie within himself make pine ^ but 
thou, 

If tliou shouklsi ncvei see my fice again, 
Pia^ foi my soul IMoie tilings are 
wi ought b) pia}ei 

Than this woild dreams of Whcicfo^, 
lei th) voice 

Rise like i fountain foi me night and di> 
hoi what aiemeiibettii than sheep or go its 
That noinish a blind life within the biain, 
If, knowing God, they lift not hands of 
pi a} Cl 

Both foi themselves and those who call 
them fiiend? 

Foi so the whole lounrl eaith is eveiy w^ay 
Bound b / gold chums about the feet of 
God 

But now fai evv^cll I am going a long v, ay 

With these thou seest — if indeed I go 
(For all my mind is clouded with a 
doubt) — 

To the island valley of Avihon , 

Where falls not hail, 01 1 im, 01 any snow, 
Noi ever wind blows loudly , but it lies 
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Deep meadow’dj happ) , fur witli oichaid 
la\'\ ns 

And bowel y hollo-' vS ci own’d with summei 
sea, 

Where I will heal me of my gnevous 
wound ’ 

So said he, and the baige with oar and 
sail 

Moved fiom the bunk, like some full 
bieasted swan 

That, fluting a wild caiol eie liei death, 

Rulllcb her pure cold plume, and takes 
the flood 

With swaithy webs Long stood Sn 
Ecdueie 

Revolving many memoiies, till the hull 

Look’d one black dot against the \erge of 
dawn, 

And on the in tie the wailing died away 

But when that moan had past for c\ ei 
more, 

The stillness of the dead woild’s wintci 
diwn 

Amazed him, and he gioan’d, ‘The King 
IS gone ’ 

-.Viid thciewitlial came on him the wend 
rhj me, 

*• From the gieal deep to the great deep 
lit goes ’ 

r^Vheieat he slowl}' 1 tun’d and slowly 
clomb 

The last haid footstep of that non 
emg, 


Thtncc mark’d the black hull moving yet, 
and cried, 

‘ He passes to be King among the dead, 
And aflei healing of Ins grie\ous wound 
He comes again , but — if he come no 
more — 

O me, be yon dark Queens in yon black 
boat, 

Who shiiek’d and wail’d, the thiee 
whereat we gazed 

On that high day, when, clothed with 
Imng light, 

They stood before his throne in silence, 
fi lends 

Of Arthiii, w^ho should help him at his 
need ^ ’ 

Then fiom the dawm it seem’d there 
came, but faint 

x\s from beyond the limit of the world, 
Like the last echo boin of a gieat cry, 
bounds, as if some fan city were one \oice 
Aiound a king leturmng fiom Ins wars 

Thereat once moie he moved about, 
and clomb 

Ev’n to the highest he could climb, and 
saw, 

btrainiiighis eyes beneath an arch of hand, 
Or thought he saw, the speck that baie 
the King, 

Down that long\/ater opening on the deep 
Somewhere far off, pass on and on, and go 
From less to less and vanish into light 
And the new sun rose bringing the new 
year 
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And loy al to thy land, as this to thee 

Bear witness, that icmembeiahle day, 
When, pale as }ct, and fevei woin, the 
Ihincc 

W ho scaice hid pluck d his fiitkcimg life 
again 

From hallway down the shadow of the 
gia\e, 

Past with thee thio’ tli y pcupL and then 
lo-ve, 


xVnd T ondon 1 oil’d one tide of joy thio’ 
all 

Ilei trebled millions, and loud leagues of 
man 

And welcome ' wntness, too, the silent ciy, 
The prayer of many a race and cieed, 
and clime — 

rhundeiless lightnings sinking iindei sea 
Fiom sunset and sunnse of all thy realm, 
And that true North, wheieof we lately 
heaid 
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A strain to sliaine ns ‘ keep you to youi 
sehes , 

So loyal IS too costly ’ fnends— your love 
Is but a buithen loose the bond, and go ’ 
Is this the tone of empne ^ here the faith 
That made us ruleis? this, indeed, her 
voice 

And meaning, whom the loar of Hougou- 
mont 

Left mightiest of all peoples under heaven ^ 
Whai shock has fool’d her since, that she 
should speak 

So feebly wealthier — wealthier — houi 

by houi ’ 

The voice of Britain, or a sinking land, 
Some thud rate isle half lost among hei 
seas ^ 

Time lang her voice, when the full city 
peal’d 

Thee and thy Prince ’ The loyal to their 
crown 

Are loyal to their own far sons, who Io\e 
Our ocean empire with her boundless 
homes 

For ever broadening England, and hei 
throne 

In our vast Ouent, and one isle, one isle, 
lhat knows not hei own greatness it 
she knows 

And dieacls it we are fall’n But thou, 

my Queen, 

Not foi itself, but thio’ thy li\mg love 
h or one to whom I made it o’ei his grave 
Sacred, accept this old impeifect tale, 
NeW'old, and shadowing Sense at war 
with Soul 

Rather than that gray king, whose name, 
a ghost, 

Streams like a cloud, man- shaped, fiom 
mountain peak, 

And cleaves to cairn and cromlech still , 
01 him 


Of Geoftrey’s book, oi him of Malleoi’s, 
one 

Touch’d by the adulteious finger of a time 
That hoveTd between war and wanton- 
ness, 

And Cl ow nings and dethi onemen ts tak e 
withal ^ 

Thy poet’s blessing, and his tiaist that 
Heaven 

Will blow the tempest m the distance bad 
From thine and ouis for some ai e scaled, 
who maik, 

Or wisely oi unwusely, signs of storm, 
Waveimgs of eveiy \ me with e\tiy wind, 
And wordy liucklmgs to the tiansien 
houi , 

And fieice or careless looseneis of the 
faith, 

And Softness breeding scoin of simple 
life, 

Or Cowardice, the child of lust tor gold, 
Or Labour, with a gioan and not a voice, 
Oi Art with poisonous honey stol’n fiom 
Fiance, 

And that winch knows, but caieful for 
Itself, 

\.nd that which knows not, ruling that 
which knows 

To Its own harm the goal of this greit 
woikl 

Lies beyond sight yet — if oiu slowly 
grown 

And Clown’d Republic’s ci owning e<frn- 
mon sense, 

That saved hei many times, not fail- — 
their feais 

Arc morning shadows huger thin the 
shapes 

That cast them, not those glooimei which 
forego 

The darkness of that battle m the West, 
Wheie all of high and holy dies away 



